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OF HAMLET 

PRINCE OF 

D E N M A R K» 




Enter Barnardo and Franciico,r)Vtf Sentinels » 

Ar. Who’s there? 

Fran. Nay anfwer me, ftand and unfold your felte. 
Bar. Long live the King. 

Fran. Barnardo ? 

.Brfr.Hee- 

Fran. You come mofl: carefully upon your houre. 

Far. Tis now flrooke twelve : get thee to bed Francifce* 

Fran. For this reliefe much thanks, 'tis bitter cold, 

And I am ficke at heart. 

.Bar. Have you had quiet guard ? 

F ran. Not a moufe ftirring. 

Bar. W ell, goodnight : 

Ifyou doe meet Horatio and Marcelhu, 

Tne rivallg of my watch, bid them make hafte. 

Enter Horatio and Aiarcelha. 

Fran. I thinke I heare them. Stand ho : who is there ? 

/Ln?. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Liegemen to the Dane.' 

A z Fran* 






The Tragedy of Hamlec 

Fra ft. Give you good night. 

Mm.O farewell honeft fooldier, = who hah relieved von , 
Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good niehr p • l 
Mar- Holla Barnardo. * S^mghr 

Bar . Say, what is Horatio there ? 

Hora. A peeceofhim. 

Bar. Welcome Horatio welcome good Marcella*. 

Z: iuve^r^c nsarp “' dasiineton,6ht? 

Afar. Horatio fayes *tis but aphantafie. 

And will not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice leene of us ; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes of this ni°ht 
That ifagaine this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora. Tufhjtufh, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while. 

And let us onceagaine afiaileyoureares 
That are lb fortified againft our ftory, 

W hat we have two nights leene,. 

Hora. "Welly fit we downe. 

And let us heare Barnardo Ipeake of this. 

Bar. Laft night of all, 

vV hen yond fame ftar that’s W ell ward from the Pole, 

Had made his courfe t’illumine that part of heaven 
W here now it burnes , Marcellm and my felfe, 

The Bell then beating one. 



Enter GhoFt. 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke whereit comes againe? 

• Bar. In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio . 

Hor. Moft like, it horrowes me with feareand wonder. 

• Bar. It would be Ipoke to. 

Mar.SpeaketoitHeratio. 

Hora. W hat art thou that ufurpft this time of night, 

Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

Iri which the Ma jelly of buried Denmarke 

" Did 



(prince of Denmarke. 

•Sometimes marc h ? by heavenl charge thee fpeake^ 
Itisoffended. 

v ar See it llalkes away. , . . 

%. say, =>ke, fpeake, I charge thee fpeake. 

Exit (jhojt* 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwer. 

How now Horatio ? you tremble and looke pale : 

Isnot this fomething more than phantafie ? 

W K!Semy f God I might not thiS beleeve, 

Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowneeyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor. As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

Sofrown’d he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the Headed Pollax on the ice. 

’Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
With martiallftalke hath he gone by ourwatch. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know not, 
But in the grolfe and fcope of mine opinion. 

This bodes feme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now lit downe, and tell me he thatknowes,' 
Why this fame drift and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the ftibjeft of the land. 

And with fuch daily coft of brafen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements of warre ? 

Why fucb iinprelfe of llaip-wrights, whole fore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 




informe me ? 

Fora. That can I : 

MW- 112 w ' llf P cr S ces °ur laft King, 

■ :°ie image even burnovv appear’d to us, 

■ ss has you know, by Eortinbrajfeof Norway, 



Thereto 
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Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride, 

Har’d to the combate j in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For io this fide ofour knowne world efleem'd him)’ 
Did flay this Fortinbrajfe , who by afeal’d cotnoaft 
' Well ratified by Law and Heraldry, * * 

Did forfeit ( with his life) all thefe his lands 
W hich he flood feiz’d of , to the Conquerour : 
Againft the which amoity competent 
V V as gaged by our King, which had returne 
To the inheritance of Fortinbrafle , 

Had he bin vanquifht ; as by the fame co-mart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet : now fir, young Fortinbrafl'e , 

Of unimproved metall, hot, and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 
Sharkt up a lift of lawleflerelblutes, 

For food and diet to fome enterprife 
That hath a ftomackein’t , which no other 
As it doth well appeare unto our ftate, 

But to recover of us by ftrong hand 
And tearmes compulfatory,thofeforefaid lands 
So by his father loft : and this I take it 
Is the maine motive of our preparations. 

The lource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 
Of this pofte hafte, and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinkeit be no other but even Co : 

Well may it fort that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch lb like the King 
That was and is the queftion ofthele warres. 

Hora. A mote it is to trouble the mindes eye. 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Julius fell, 

The graves flood tenantlefle , and the Ibeeted dead 
Did fqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets. 

As ftarreswithtrainesoffire,and dewes of blood, 
Dilafter s in the funne, and the moift ftarre. 

Upon whole influence Neptune s Empire Hands, 
Was fickealmoft to Doomelday with eclipfe, 



And 



Prince of Denmarke. 

, a^ntbe like precurfe offierce events, 
f harbingers preceding ftill thefates 
Prologue to the Omen comming on, 
uSeaven and earth together demonftratcd 
Ei»o«Cl.-«e S a„dCo_. 

Unr (oft behold / lo where it comes againe, 

LrolTe it though it blaft me : Stay illufion, 

4ou haft any found , or ufe of voice, _ 

cneake tome : if there be any good thing to be done* 

That may to thee doe eafe , and grace to me, 

Speaketome- 

If thou art privie to thy Countries fate. 

Which happely foreknowing may avoid, 

Ofpeake : 

Orifthou haft uphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafurein the wombe of earth, 

For which they fay your Ipiritsoft walke in death, 
Speakeofit, flay and Ipeake ; flop it Marcellas. 
Mar. Shall I ftrike it with my partilan 1 



FWTishetf. 

Mar.’Tis gone. 

We doe it wrong, being lb Majefticall, 

To offer it the fhew of violence : 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable. 

And our vaineblowes malicious mockery. 

Bar. It was about to Ipt ake when the cocke crew* 
Hor. And then it ftarted, like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearefnll lummons : I have heard. 

The code, t hat is the trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his lofty and fhri 11 founding throat 
M l ^ God ofda y » and at his warning, 
whether in fea or fire, in earth or aire, 

T ‘ extravagant and erring Ipirit hyes 
T ?- s c °nnne ; and of the truth herein 
wsprefentobjedt made probation. 



It fpreads 
his armes. 



The cocky 
crowes. 




May. 





The Tragedy o/Hamlet 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cocke. 

Some fay that ever gainft that ieafon comes, * 

W herein onr Saviours birth is celebrated. 

This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dares ftirre abroad, 

The nights are wholfome ; then no Planets ftrike. 

No Fairy takes, no witch hath power to charme ; ? 

So hallowed and fb gracious is that time. 

«. So have I heard, and doe in part beleeve it ; 

But looke,the morne in ruflet mantle dad 
Walkes ore the dew of yon high Eaftward hill : 

Breake we our watch up , and by my advice 
Let us impart what we have leene to night 
Unto young Hamlet ; for upon my life 
This fpirit aumbe to us will fpeake to himi 
Doe you confent we fhall acquaint him with it. 

As needfull in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s doo’t I pray ; and I this morning know 
Where we fhallfinde himmoft convenient. i Exeunt. 

Flourifh • Enter Claudius King of Denmark*} Gertrad the 
Queenep C ounce H, as Polonius, and his fonne Laer- 
tes, Hamlet , cum aliis. 

Claud. Though yet of Hamlet our deere brothers death 
The memory be greene, and that it us befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe, and our whole Kingdome 
To be contracted in one brow of woe : 

Yet lo farre hath diferetion fought with nature. 

That we with wifeft forrow thinke on him. 

Together with remembrance ©four felves : 

Therefore our lometime Sifter, now our QueenC, 

Tlf Imperialljoinrrefte to this warlike State, 

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy. 

With an aufpicious and a dropping eye, 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in marriage, 

Inequali fcafe weighing delight and dole, 

Taken to wife* nor have we herein barr d y 0 «j 



Prince of Denmark^ 

, Uftter wildomes, which have freely gone 

Mow* 1 ^Se&ppofallofoiir worth, 

?Skingby ourfite dearebrothers death 
? toe to be disjoint, and outofframe, 

XLed with this dreame of his advantage, 

He hat h not faild to pefter J? s with meftage, 
lioortingthe furrender of thofe lands 
oftbv hfs father, with all bands of Law, 

Toountioft valiant brother. So much for him. 
Lforourfelfe, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much thebufineffeis. We have herewnt 
To Norway ,Uncle of young Fortinbrajfe, 

Who impotent and bedrid > fcarcely heares 
Oftbis hisNephewes purpofe, to fupprefle 
His further gate herein^ in that the levies* 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubjeas : and we here difpacch 
You good Cornelius , and you V dtemand. 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway , 

Giving to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more than the fcope 
Of thefe delated Articles allow. 

Farewell, and let your hafte commend your duty. 
CerKodn that,& all things will we fhew our duty. 
King. We doubt it nothing : heartily farewell. 
And now Laertes, what’s the newes with you ? 

You told us of lbme fuit, what is’t Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane, 

And lofe your voice : what wouldft thou beg 
That (hall not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more inftrumentall tptbe mouth, 

Than is the throne of Denmark* to thy Father : 
What wouldft thou have Laertes ? 

Latr. My dread Lord, 

•our leave and favour to returne to France, 

B 




From 




T7;e Tragedy of Hamlet 

From wbcn ce though willingly I came to Denmarke 
To (hew my duty m your Coronation j ” * 

Yet now I muft confelTe, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wifhes bend againe toward France 
And bowthem to your gracious leave and pardon * 

%TST l° U y ° m fa , thers Ieave ? what faves h>, lmiui ? 

7 Vo. He hath, my Lord, wrung from me my flow leave 
By labourfome petition ; and at la ft, y ave * 

Upon his will I feal’d my hard content. 

I doe befeech you give him leave to goe. 

A 5T ' u a a e thy fair , e houre Laertes, time be thine. 

And thy beft graces ; fpendit at thy will. 

But now my coufin Hamlet,* nd my fbnne. 

I,ct . le mo t rc than kin, and IelTe than kind 
Kmg, How is it that the clouds ftill hang on you t 
am. Not io much my Lord, I am too much in theionne 
Q** eeft - y ood Hamlet call thy nighted colour off 
And let thine eye looke like a friend on Denmarke. 

Doe not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seeke for thy noble father in the duft : 

Thou know ’ft ’tis common all that lives muft dye, 

1 ailing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. I Madam, it is common. 

Queen. If k be. 

Why feemes it lo particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems Madam, nay it is, I know not teems, 

J is not alone my inkie cloke could (mother. 

Nor cuftomary lutes oflolemneblacke. 

Nor windie fiilpiration of fbrc’t breath. 

No, nor the fruitfiill river in the eye. 

Nor the deje&ed haviour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes , moods, Ihapes of griefe. 

That can denote me truely ; thele indeed teeme. 

For they are actions that a man might play : 

But T have that within which pafles Ihew, 

Thele but the trappings and the fuirs of woe. 

King. Ti s fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To give thefe mourning duties to your father. 

Bu 



(prince (/Denmarke. 

T ° kftinate condolement, is a courfe 
ntopious flubbornnefle,’tis unmanly griefe, 

? £es a will moftincorre&to Heaven, 
a heart unfortified, or minde impatient. 

An undemanding Ample and unfchool’d : 

f or w hat we know muft be, and is as common 

L any the moft vulgar thing to fenfe, _ 

why (hould we in our peevilh oppofition 
Take it to heart ? fie, ’tis a fault to heaven, 

A fault againft the dead , a fault to nature, 

Toreafon moft abliird, whofe common theame 
Is death of fathers, and who ftill hath cryed 
From the firft coarfe till he that died to day. 

This muft be fo : we pray you throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe, and thinke of us 
As ofa father : for let the world take note 
You are themoft immediate to our throne. 

And with no lefle nobility of love 

Than that which deareft father beares hislbnne 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent 

In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg ; 

It is moft retrograde to onr defire. 

And we befeech you bend you toremaine 
Here in the cheare and comfort of our eye. 

Our chiefeft Courtier, coufin, and our fonne. 

Que. Let not thy mother lofe her prayers Hamlet j 
-’pray thee flay with us, goe not to Wittenberg. 

Ham . I fhall in all my beft obey you Madame. 
ling. W hy ’tis a lovingand a faire reply. 

Be as our felfeiin Denmarke. Madame come. 

This gentle and unforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits fmi ling to my heart , in grace whereof 
Nojocond health that Denmarke dri nkes to day 
But the great Cannon to the clouds fhalltell, 

- B a 





^nlet. 
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And the Kings rowfe the heaven fliall bruit againe , 
Refpeaking earthly thunder : Come away. Flourith r y 
Ham. O that this too too Tallied flefti would melt. It v Ul 
Thaw and refolve it felfe into a dew. 

Or that the everlafting had not fixe 
His Cannon ’g^inft felfe {laughter / O God, God, 

How weary, ftale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seeme to me all the ufes of this World ? 

Fie on’t, ah fie, ’tis an unweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed 5 things rank & grofle in nature 
Poflefle it meerly : that it Should come thus. 

But two moneths dead, nay not fo much , not two. 

So excellent a King , that was to this 
Hyperion to a Satyre,fo loving to my mother. 

That he might notbeteeme the windesof heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly : heaven and earth 
Muft I remember, why The fhould hang on him, 

As if increafe of appetite had growne 
By what it fed on ; and yetwithina moneth. 

Let me not thinke on’t, frailty thy name is woman* 

A little moneth : Or ere thofe Ihooes were old. 

With which fhe followed my poore fathers body. 

Like N'iobe all teares, why {he, 

O God / a beaft that wants dilcourle of reafon 
Would have mourn’d longer, married with my uncle. 

My fathers brother, but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules ; within a moneth, 

Ere yet the laic of moft unrighteous teares 
Had left the flufhingin her galled eyes. 

She married;, Oh moft wicked lpeea,to poft 
W ith fuch dexterity to inceftuous fheets ; 

It is not, nor it cannot cometogood. 

But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, MarceHtu ,and B arr.ardo. 



Hora. Haile to your Lordfhip 
adt 



v 



(felfe. 



Ham. I am glad to fee you. well ; Horatio ,or I doe forget my 
Hora . The Time my Lord, and your poore fervant ever. 

cha 



Ham. Sir my good friend, lie change that name with you ; 



And 



(Prince of Dcnmarke. 

An dvvhatmake you from Wittenberg, Horatio ? 

^MygoodLord. « i| ^ 

nm I am very glad tofee you (good even fir.) 

Rut wha'tin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

Hora. A truant difpofiuon, good my Lord- 
Bam. I would not heare your enemy fay fo, 

Mor {ball you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter of your owne report 
Aeainft your felfe ; I know you are no truant J 
Butwhat is your affaire in Elfenoter* 

Wee’ll teach -you for to drinke ere'yoq depart* 

Bora. My Lord, I came to lee yout fathers funerall. 
Bam. I prethee doe not mockeme fellow ftudent, 
1 thinke it was to my mothers wedding. 

Bor. Indeed my Lord it follow’d haw upon. 
Ew».Thrift,thrift,Hor<»r/(7,the funef all bak’t meats 
Did coldly furnifti forth the marriage tables. 
Wonldlhadmetmydeareft foe in heaven 
Or ever I had feene that day Horatio . 

My father, methinkes I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord ? 

Ham. In my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hora. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

Ham. A was a man, take him for all in all, 

I (hall not looke upon his like againe. 

Hora. My Lord, Ithinke I law himyefternight. 
Ham. Saw who ? 

Hora. My Lord, the King your Father. 

Ham. The King my fattier ! 

Hora. Seafon your admiration for a while 
With an attentive eare, till I may deliver 
Upon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
This marvailetoyou. 

Ham.Vot Gods love let me heare. 

Hora. Two nights together had thefe Gentlemen, 
Y>larcclli$s andBdrnardo, on their watch. 

In the dead vaft and middle of the night 

Bj 




. Been 




The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Been thus encountred : a figure like your father. 
Armed at point, exactly. Cap ape, 

Appeares before them, and with folemne march 
Goes flow and ftately by them : thrice he walkc 
By their oppreft and feare furpriied eyes 
W ithin this truncheons length , whilft they diftill’d 
Almofttogelly with theaft offeare. 

Stand dumbe and fpeake. not to him : this to me 
In dreadfull fecrecie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Where as they had delivered, both in time. 

Forme ofthe thing, each vyojjdmade .trjjp andgood, 
The apparition comes : I kn&x,y.Our father, 

Thefe hands are not more like. 

Ham . But where was this T~ 

Mar My Lord u pon the platform where wq watcht. 
Ham. Did you not fpeake to it ? 

JTor. My Lord, I did, 

But anfwer it made none : yet once me thought 
It lifted up its head, and did addrefle 
It felfeto motion, like asit would fpqake ; 

B ut even then the morning Cocke crew loud. 

And at the found it fhrunke in hafte away. 

And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham.’ Tis very ftrange. 

f Hor.Ks Tdoe!ive,my honour'd Lord.’cis true. 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty 
To let you know ofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me , 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

Jill. W e doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d lay you ? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

AR. My Lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Hora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. What ? lookt he frowningly ? 
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<Princeof Denmarke.’ 

tfor.h countenance more in ibrrow than in anger. 

Ham.VsXt or red? 
fftr. Nay very pale. 

Ham- And fixt his eyes upon you ? 

JJor. Moft conftantly. 

jlam. I would I had been there. 

Hortlt would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like : ftaid it long? . „ . _ ■ , , 

Her. W hile one with moderate hafte might tell an hundred. 
Beth. Longer, longer- . . . . 

Her. Not when Ilayv/t. ' : . • V 
Ham. His beard Was grifsled, no, y >: y v 
Hor. It was as I have feene it in his life, 

A fable filver’d. 

Ham. I will watch to night. 

Perchance ’twill walkeagfu)^ ! 

Her. I warn’t it will. ' " . 

Ham. If it affumemy noble fathers perfon 
Ilefpeaketo it, though hell it felfe ftiould gape 
And bid me hold my peace. IprayyouaH, 

Ifyou have hitherto 'conceal’d thrsdighf," ; ; 

Let it be tenable in your filerice frill. 

And vvhatfoever elfe (hall hap to night. 

Give it an underftanding, but no tongue ; 

Ivyill requite your loves : So fare you well-, ! i' 1 
Upon the platforme ’twixt elbyen and twelve : 1 ' 

Ilevifit you. - v . 

tAR. Our duty to your honour. Exeunt, 

&w.Your loves, as mine to you ; Farewell, 

Mv fathers fpirit inatmesj alliinot well, ■ ! ; 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come: 

Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife. 

Though all the earth orewhelme them to mens eyes. Exit* 
Enter Laertes ,and Ophelia his Sifter, 

Laer. My neceffaries are imbarkt, farewell. 

And fifter, as the windes give benefit 

And convay in afliftant, doe not fleep> 
let me heare from you. 



Or. 



Ophel, 





The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Ofhel. Doe you doubt that ? 

Luer. For Hamlet , and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in blood, 

A violet in the youth of prime nature. 

Forward, not permanent ; <weet,not lading, 

The perfume and luppliance of a minute : 

No more. 

Ofhel. No more but lb. 

L aer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creflant does not grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes , 
The inward fervice of the mind and foule 
Growes wide withall : perhaps he loves you now. 
And now no loile nor cautell dothbelmerch 
The vertue of his will ; but you mull , feare 
Hisgreatneffcwai’d,his willis nothisowne. 

He may not, as unvalued perfons doe. 

Crave for himfelfe ; for on his choice depends 
The fafety and health of this whole ftate. 

And therefore muft his choice be circumfcrib’d 
Unto the voice and yeeldihg of that body 
Whereof he is the head: then if he (aies ne loves you. 
It fits your wifdome fo far to beleeve it. 

As he in his particular a# and place 
May give his faying deed ; which is no further 
Than the maine voice of Denmark? goes withall. 
Then weigh wbat Ioffe your honour may fuftaine, 

If with too credent eare you lift his longs, 

Or loofe your heart, or your chaftetrealure open 

To his unmajftted importupitie- 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my deare filler. 

And keep you in the reare of your affeaion. 

Out of the fliot and danger of defire : 

« Thecharieftmaidis prod (gall enough, 

If foe unmaske her beauty to the Moone : 

* c Vertue it felfe Icapes not calumnious ftrokes ; 

<( The canker galls the infant of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons be difclos a. 



• frinct o/Detimarkfr 

. mnrne an d liquid dew of youth 
^ Slaftments are moft imminent. 
Conta§ >then,beft fafety lyesinfeare, 

Be vV f n r felfe rebells though none elfe neew- 
Y nffi^llthe effect of this good fcAntae* 

, Sfchmento my heart: But good my brother 
AsW « feme ungracious Pallors doe, 
ft oe B ° c t he ’deep and thorny way of heaven# 

S K a pult and rechlefle Libertine, 

? h St P he primrofe path of dalliance treads, 

uer.O feare menotj 
iftavtoo long: but here my father comes. 
Adoubleblefling is a double grace, 

I^m a'c S fo' luffing 

And thefe few precepts in thy memory 

Look thou charafler: Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportion’d thought his a 61 : 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgar : . 

Thofe friends thou hall and their adoption tried, 
Grapplethem unto thy foule with hoops of lleele. 

But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment 
Ofeach new hatcht , unfledg’d courage : beware 
Of entrance to a quarrell , but being in, 

Bear’t that th’oppofer may beware of thee : 

Give every man thy eare, but few thy voice ; 

Take each mans cenfure, but relerve thy judgement : 
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe canbuy. 

But not expreft in fancy; rich, not gaudy i 
For the apparelloft proclaimes the man. 

And they in France of the bell ranke and llation. 

Are of a moft fele6t and generous, chiefe in that : 
Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For love oft doles both it felfe and friend, 

And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 

C 



This 
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This above all, to thine owne felfebe true. 

And it muft follow as the night to day, 

Thou canff not then be falfeto any man. 

Farewell, my blelfmg feafon this in thee. 

Laer. Moll humbly doe I take my leave my Lord. 

P°l. The time in veils you, goe, your fervants tend. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and rememberwell 
What I have laid to you. 

Ophel. ’Tis in my memory loekt, 

And you your felfe (hall keep the key ofit. 

Laer. Farewell. ... Exit Laertes. 

P ol. W hat is’t Ophelia he hath faid to you ? 

Ophel. So pleaie you,lomething touching the Lord Hamlet 

Pol. Marrie well bethought. 

Tis told me he hath very ofc of late 

Given private time to you : and you your felfe 

Have ofyour audiencebeene moft free and bounteous* 

If it be lb, as fo ’tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution , I mud tell you 
You doe not underftand your lelfe lb cleerly 
As it behoves my daughter, and your honour: 

What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Ophel He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 
Of his affe&ion tome. 

Pol. Affebfion !puh, youfpeake like a gteenegirle, 
Unfifted in fuchperillous circutnftance : 

Doe you beleevehis tenders,as you call them ? 

Ophel I doe not know, my Lord, what I fhould thinke* 

P 0/. Marry I will teach you.think your felfea babie. 

That you have ta’n thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not fterling : tender your felfe more dearly, 

Or (not to cracke the winde of the poore phrafe ) 

,W rong it thus, you’ll tender me a foole. 

Ophel. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with love 
In honourable fafhion. 

‘Pol, I,fafhion you may call it, goe too, goe too. 

Ophel. And hath given countenance to his fpeech. 

My Lord with almoft all the holy vowes of heaven. 



rp/met of Denmark6 

■ watch Wood-cockes ; IdokooW 
^'’’Kood borncs how prodigal! theloote 
^hen 1 ^ .owes > thele blazes daughter 
Jtodsthc . [han hcat iorana inboth, 
as it is a making, 
forfoe Iltom this time 



F omifc as “ ■ is 1 . 

Even in®™ * : for foe . trom t his time 

Vo u feanter of your maiden prefence, 

Bel0ffl f e ntreatments ata higher rate 
ground to parley; for Lord 
Sleeve io much in him, that he is young, 

\ A with a larger tedder may he walke 
mav be given vou : in few Ophelia, 
r„ot beleeve his vowes, for they are Brokers, 

Not of that dye which their mveftments (hew, 

B*aSg SStosSfiS and pious bonds. 

Have vou fo (lander any moments leifure. 

As to give words or talke with the Lord Hamlet , 

Lonke too’t I charge you, come your way es. 

Ophel. I (hall obey my Lord. £ - xe "*^ 

^ Enter Hamlet , Horatio ,and Marcelltu. 

Ham. The aire bites Ihrewd ly , it i s very cold. 

Bora. It is nipping, and an eager aire. 

Ham. What home now ? 

Bora. I thinke it lacks of twelve. 

.Mtr.No, it is flxooke. . 

Hora. Indeed, I heard it not: it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walk. A flourish of Tram* 

What does this meane my Lord ? pets, and two pieces goe off. 

Ham. The King doth walke to night, and takes his rowfe, 

Keepes waflell, and the fwaggering up-fpri ng reeles. 

And as he draines his draughts of Rhcnifh dowrie. 

The Kettle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hord, is it a cuffome ? 

Ham. I marry is’t, 

C: But 
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But to mymindei though lam native here 
And to the mann er borne, it is a euftome 
More honour’d in the breach than the obfer vance : 
This heavie-headedrevell Eaft and Weft 
Makes us traduc’d and taxed of other Nations ; 
They clepeus Drunkards, and with fwinifti phrafe 
Soile our addition : and indeedit takes 



From our atchievements,though perform’d at height. 
The pith and marrow of our attribute : 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mole of nature in them. 

As in their birth, wherein they are not guilty, 

( Since nature cannot choofe his origen) 

By their ore-growth of lome complexion, 

Oft breaking downe the pales and fort s of realon » 

Or by fome habit that too much ore-leavens 
The forme ofplaufive manners, that thefo men 
Carrying I fay the ftampe of one defeft. 

Being Natures livery, or Fortunes ftarre, 

His vertues ellebec-hey as pureasgrace, 

As infinite as man may undergoe, 

Shallin the general! cenfure take corruption 
From that particular fault? the dram of eafe 
Doth all the noble fubftance of a doubt 
To his owne fcandall. Enter gboft, 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend us 1 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or Goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thecaires from heaven,orblafts fromhel, 
Be thy intents wicked orcharitable. 

Thou com’ftin fuch a queftionable foape 
That I will fpeaketo thee; He callthee Hamlet* 
King, Father ,royall Dane: O anlWere me. 

Let me not burft in ignorance, but tell 
Why thy canoniz’d bones hcarfed in death 
Have burft their cerements : why the Sepulcher, 
Whereinwelaw thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath op’t his ponderous ana marble jawe$, 



To 



f riser of Denmarke. 

That th«“ ic3 ?L ,Jt! of the moone, 

h hK^wefooles of nature 

of out Ibiites ? 

Wilh bSte Setefbte ? what (bould we doe ? 

Aentyou »««£"** 

A fifit fome impartment did de fire 

’‘jSftohf whatcoerteoe^flio" 

Itwaves you to a more removed ground. 

But doe not goe with it. 

ft wdfnot f^eake *chen I will follow ft* 

Why? what^heoid he the feare ? 

I doe not fet my life at a pins fee . 

And for my foule , what can ltdoe to that. 

Being a thing immortall like itfelfe . 

It waves me forth againe , lie follow it. - , 

jftw. Wbtc if it tempt you toward the flood my Lord,. 

Ortothe dreadfull fomnet of the cleefe, 

Thatbettels ore his bafe into the lea. 

And there aflome fome other horrible forme, 

Whichmight deprive your foveraignty of realon. 

And draw you into madnefle ? thmkeofit. 

The very place putstoyes ofdcfperation 
Without more motive, into every braine. 

That lookes fo many fadomes to the lea. 

And heares.it roare beneath- 
Ham. It waves me foil,. 

Goe on, lie follow thee. 

Ukfor. You fhall not goe my Lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands* 

Hera. Be rul’d, you (hall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cryes out. 

And makes each petty artery in this body 

C 3 
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As hardy as the Nemean Lions nerve : 

Still am I call’d ; unhand me Gentlemen, 

By heaven I le make a Ghoft of him that let s me* 

X lay away :Goe on lie follow thee. Exit Ghoft andHml i 

Hot. He waxes delperate with imagination. w * 

Mar. L ets follow, ’ids not fit thus to obey him. 

Hora. Have-after : to what iflue will this come ? 

Mar- Something is rotten in the State Of Denmark: 

Hora. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay let’s follow him. Exeunt, 

Enter Cfho ft and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? ipeake,Ile goe no further. 
Ghoft. Marke me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghoft. My houre isalmoftcome, 

When I to lulphrous and tormenting flames ; 

Muft render up my lelfe. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

Ghoft. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I {hall unfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 



Ham. What? ‘ . -> 

Ghoft. I am thy fathers fpirit, 

Doom’d for a certaine terme to walke the night. 
And for theday confin’d to fall in fires. 

Till the foule crimes, done in my'dayes of nature 
Are burnt ard purg’d away: But that I am forbid 
Totellthefecretsof myprifbn hOfile, 

I could a tale unfold, whole lighted word 
W ould harrow up thy foule, freeze thy young blood. 
Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from t heir fpheres. 
Thy knotted and combined lockes to part, 1 
And'each particular ha ire to ftand an end 
Like quills upon the fearefull Porpentine : 

But this ererna II blazon muft not be 
Toeares offlefh and blood t lift, lift, O lift, 

, If thou didft ever thy deare father love. 



V 



prince of Denmarkfc 

K moft " nnanira11 morder ‘ 

foule, as : in tbe beft it is s 

fS^oo.otthe thoughts of love, 

SStiSoshansheftcvveed 

Raniely abufed : but know thou, noble Tout j 
T heSerpent that did fling thy fathers life 
No,v weares his Crowne- „ . p t 

Ham. O my PrOpheticke foule, my uncle • 

Ghoft. I, that inceftuous,that adulteratebeaft. 

With witchcraft of his wits, with trait rous D ifts, 

0 wicked wits, and gifts that have the power 

So co feduce ! won to his fhamd ull lult 

The will of my moft feemingvertuous Queene, 

0 Hamlet, what a falling off was tfl re 
From me, whole love was of that digni ty. 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
] madeto her in marriage ? and to decline 
Upon a wretch , whofe naturall gifts were poore 
To thofe of mine’bur vertue,as it never will be mov a 
Though levvdnefle court it in a fbape of heaven, 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt, . 

W ill fort it felfe in a celefliall bed, , 

And prey on garbage. 

But foft, me thinkes I fent the morning aire, 

Briefe let me be : S leeping within my Orchard, . 

My cuftome alwaies of the afcernoone. 

Upon my fecure houre thy uncle ftole 
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,‘r 

r ' With juice of curfed Hebona in a Viall, 

| And in the porches ofmy eares did poure 
The leprous diftilment, whole effeft 
Holds liich an enmity with blood of man. 

That lwift as Quick- filver it courles through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body. 

And with a fudden vigour it doth poflefle 
And curddike eager droppings intomilke, 

The thin and whollome blood ; 16 did it mine. 

And a molt inftant Tetter baikt about 
Molt Lazar-like, with viieand ioathlome cruft 
AH my fmooth body. 

Thus was I fleepingiby abrothers hand, 

Of life, of Crowne,of Queene at once difpatcht. 

Cut off even in the bloflomes ofmy finne, 
Unnuzlcd, difappoititedjun-anueld, 

No reckoning made, but Lent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head- 
Oh horrible, O horrible, moft horrible, 

Ifthou haft nature in thee beare it not, v 

Let not the royallbed of Dcnmarke be 
A couch for Luxury and damned Inceft. 

But howlomever thou purfueft this aCt, 

Taint not thy niinde,nor fctthy'foule contrive 
Againft thy mother ought, leave her to heaven. 

And to thofe thornes thatin her bofome lodge, 

To pricke and fting her : fare thee well at once, 
TheGloworme fhewes the marine to be neere. 

And ’ginsto pale bis nneffeCtuall fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu, remember me. * 

Ham. O all you hoft Of heaven 1 0 earth ! what elfe? 
And Iball I couple hell ? G fie '. hold my heart. 

And you my finewes,grow not irtftant old, 

But beare me fwifdy up ; remember thee. 

I thou poore Ghoft, whilesmemory holds a feat 
In this diftraCled G lobe : remember thee i 
Yea, from the table ofmy memorie 
lie wipe away all trivia 11 fond records? 






gttd Jldarcttttu* 

Thaveiwumc f 

Uora. My Lord, my Lord. 

MarAsxA Hamlet, 
flora. Heavens fecure him* 

Bam. So be it. 

(Jlfar. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Ham. Hillo, ho, ho boy, come, and come. 

Mar. How is’t my noble Lord ? 

Ham. O wonderfull 1 
Hor. Good my Lord tell it. . 

# 40 *. No, you will revealeit. 

Hor a. Not I my Lord by heaven. 

Mar Nor 1 my Lord. . . 

Ham. How lay you then, would heart of man once thinKe it ~ 
But you’ll be fecret. 

Both. Iby heaven. 

Ham. There’s never a villaine 
Dwelling in all Denmarke , 

Buthee’s an arrant Knave. 

Hor a. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the grave 
To tell us this. 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And fo without more circumftance at all 
1 hold it fit that we fhake hands and part, 

You as yourbufineffe and defire fhall pointyou, 
for every man hath bufineffe and defire. 



$ r i n ce of DenvnAe- 

c hnokes all formes/all preffurespaft, 
A |lfavvof b° k o ®’ fervation c 0 pi e d there. 

That y 01 ^ mmandement *11 alone (hall live 

^ . nr^ Ctirr ir mavbc foin D-marks* 




Such 
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Such as it is> and for my owne poore part 
lwillgoe pray. 

Bora. Theie arebut wild and whurling words my Lord 
Ham. I am lorry they offend you heartily, 

Yes faith heartily. 

H ova. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Patrick* but there is Horatio , 

And much offence too : touching this vifion here. 

It is an honed Ghod, that let me tell you ; 

For your defire to knQyv what is betweene us 
Ore-mader’t as you mayrand now good friends 
As you are friends. Scholars, and Souldiers 
Give me one poore requed. 

H ora. What is’t my Lord, we will. 

H am . Never make knowne what you have leene to night.- 
• Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fwear’t. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not I. 

Nor I my Lord in faith. j 

Ham. Upon my fword. 

Mar. Wehavefworne my Lord already.' 

Ham. Indeed upon my fword, indeed. 

Ghofi cries under the fiage. 

Cfhofi. Sweare. 



Ham. Ha, ha, boy, faid thou fo ? art thou there true- penny ? 
Come on, you heare this fellow in the SelJeridge 
Confent to Iweare. 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Never to fpeake oi this that you have ieene, 

Sweare by my fword. 

Ghofi S veare. 

Ham. Hie & ubique, then wee’ll fhift our ground : 

Come hither Gent lemen 

And lay your hands againe upon my fvord ; 

Sweare by my fword. 

Never to fpeal^ of this that yon have heard. 

Ghofi. Sweare by his fword. 

Ham . W ell faid old Mole,canft thou worke i’th earth fo faff ? 

Awor- 



| frittce o/Den marked - 

, n-^nfr once more remove good friends. 

^ worthy^, ni ht i b ut this is wondrous drange. 

And therefore as a dranger give ^welcome: 
m ‘ h Trfrrhmes in heaven and earth Horatio 
of 5l your Philofophy = bat come. 
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ropU nantikedifpofitionon, 

fvou at fuch times feeing me, nevedbaU 
formes encombred thus ,or head thus flak t, 

"irhv pronouncing of fomedoubtfull phrale, 

Sell well, we know,or we could and if we would, 
y jf we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they mi a ht, 

Dr fuch ambiguous giving °uc, tonote) 
rhat vou know ought of me, this doe iweare. 

So grace and mercy at your mod need helpe you. 

Ghofi. Sweare. 

Em- Re A,re A,perturbed fpint- So Gentlemen 
With all my love I doe commend me to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet is 

May doe t’expreffe his love and ftiendingto you __ 

God willing (hall not lacke : let us goe m together. 

And dill your fingers on your lips I pray. 

The time is out of joint, O curfed fpight 

That ever I was borne to fet it right 1 

Nay come, lets goe together. _ Exeunt . 

Enter old Toloniut with his man or two. 

J>ol. Give him this money, and thefe two notes Reynaldo'. 

Rey. IwillmyLord. 

Pol. You fhall doe marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo* 
Before you vifit him to make inquire 
Ofhisbehaviour. 




.... ,,v.haviour. 

? 9 >.My Lord I did intend it. 

Pel. Mairrie well laid, very well laid,looke you fir, 
iquire me fird what T> answers are in Paris , 
id how, and who,what means,and where they keep, 
? hat company, at what expence : and finding 

Da 
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By this encompaffment and drift of queftion. 

That they doe know my Ton , come you more neerer 
Then your particular demands will touch it, 

Take you as’t were fome diftant knowlecfgeofhim. 

As thus, I know his father, and his friends. 

And in part him : Doe you marke this Reynaldo ? 

Rey. I, very well my Lord. 

< 7V. And in part him, but you may fay n6t well. 

But if it be he I meane hee’s very wilde, 

Addi&ed fo and (b, and there put on him 
What forgeries you pleafe, marry noneforanke 
As may di (honour him, take heed of that ; 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and ufuall flips 
As are companious noted and moft knowne 
To youth and liberty. 

Rey. As gaming my Lord. ; 

Pol. I, or drinking, fencing, {wearing. 

Quarrelling, drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

Rey. My Lord, that would difhonour him. 

Pol. Faith as you may feafon it in the charge. 

You muft not put another fcandall onhim. 

That he is open to incontinency. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quaintly, 
That they may feeme the taints of liberty, 

The flafh and out-breake of a fiery mind, 

A favagenefle in unreclaimed blood 

Of generall aflaulu :l \ •. 

Rey. But my good.Lord. 

TV.W herefore fhould you doe this ? 

Rey. I my Lord, I would know that. • 

Pol. Jvfarry firhere’s'my diifti 
And I beleeve it is a fetch of wit. 

You laying thefe Height fullies on my fonne. 

As ’twere a thing a little foil’d with working, 

Mark yon, your party in converfe,he you would found, 
Having ever feene in the prenomimte crimes 
The youth yon breath of guilty, be aflur’d 
He clofes with you in this confequence ; 




(Prince of Denmark^ 

5 man and countrey:. 

Iab00tt ° fjy? 

iJ&abomto&ytoctog. 

the confequcx.ce. 

, r aw him enter fuch and fuch a nouie of tale, 
SS,aBrothell,orfoforth. Seeyounow, 

Your bait of falfhood takes this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome and of reach. 

With windlefles, and with elfayes of byas. 

By indireds finde directions out : 

So bv my former Leaure and advice 

Shall you my fonne. You have me, have you not . 

%ey. My Lord I have. 

Pol. God buy ye, fare ye well. 

Rey. Good my Lord. _ 

<Pol. Obferve his inclination in your lelte. 

Rey. Ifhall my Lord. 

Tol. And let him ply his Muficke. 

Rey. W ell my Lord. Exit Rey. 

Enter Ophelia. 

?o/. Far well. How nowOphelia,v/h&t’sthe matter? 

Oph. O my Lord, my Lordjhave bin fo affrighted. 

Polo. W ith what i’th name of God ? 

Ophel. My Lord as 1 was lowing in my Clofet, 

Lord Hamlet with his doublet all unbrac’d. 

No hat upon his head his ftockins foul’d, 

Ungartred, and downe-gy ved to bis ankle. 
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And with a looke fo piteous in purport, 

As if he had beene looted out ofhell 
To Ipeakeof horrors,he cbmes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy love ? 

Ophel. My Lord I doe not kno w. 

But truely I doe feare it. 

iV.Whatfaidhe? 

Ophel. He took me by the wrift, and held me hard. 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow 
He falls to fach perulall of my face 
As a would dravv it : long ftaid he lb, 

At laft, a little fhaking of mine arme. 

And thrice his head thus waving up and downe. 

He raifed a figh fo piteous and profound 
As it did leeme to fhatter all hisbulke. 

And end his being r that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head over his fhoulders turn’d 
Hee feem’d to finde his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doores he went without their helpes. 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 

Pol. Come, goe with me, I willgoe feeke the Ki ng, 
This is the very extafie of love. 

Whole violent property forgoes it lelfe, 

And leads the will to delperate undertakings. 

As oft as any paffions under heaven 
That does afflict our natures : I am lorrie ; 

W hat ? have you given him any hard words of late ? 

Opbel . No my good Lord ,but as you did command, 
I did repell his letters, and deni’d 
His accefle to me. 

Pol. That hath madehim mad : 

I am forrie that with better heed and judgement 
I had not coated him ; I fear’d he did but trifle. 

And meant to wrack thee, but befhrew my jealoufie; 
By heaven it is as proper to our age 
To call beyond our felves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger fort 



(prince of Denmarke. 

C ° mC 'plemtb. Enter King and Queene, Rofencratu and 
J Gmldenfierne. 

Welcome deare Rofencram and Guildenfterne , 
Moreofer, that we much did long to fee you. 

The need we have to ufe you did provoke 
Ourhaftie fending. Something you have heard 
Ot Hamlets transformation, fo I call it, 

Sith nor th’exterior, nor the inward man 
Refembles that it was : what it fhould be 
More than his fathers death, that thus hath put him 
So much from the undemanding of himieite 
I cannot dreame of : 1 entreat you both. 

That being of fo young dayes brought up witn him. 

And fith 10 neighboured to his youth and haviour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft here in our Court 
Some little time, foby your companies 
To draw him on to pleafures and to gather 
So much as from occasion you may gleane, ' 

Whether ought to us unknown afflicts him thus , 

That open’d lyes within our remedy. 

Que .Good Gentlemen,he hath much talkt ofyOU, 

And lure I am two men there are not living 
Towhom he more adheres ;it it will pleale you 
Tofhew us lb much gentry and good will. 

As to expend your time with us a while 
For the fupply and profit of oar hope. 

Your vifitation fhould receive foch chankeS 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Majefties 
Might by the Soveraigne power youhave of us 
Put your dread pleaiiires more into command 
Than to intreaty. 

GuiL Rnt we hnrh 
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To lay our fervice freely at your feet. 

King Thanks Rofencram and gentle Guildenfiern. 

Que. Thanks Guildenfiern, and gentle Rofencram. 

And Ibefeechyouinftantly tovifit 
My too much changed fonne : goe feme of you 
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

G Hil. Heavens make our pre fence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. 

Queen. Amen. Exeunt Ref. and Guil, 

Enter Polonius. 

Po/.Th’Embafladors from Norway, my good Lord, 

Are joyfully return’d. 

King. Thou ftil haft bin the father of good newes. 

’Tol. Have I my Lord ? I aflure my good Liege 
I hold my duty as I hold my foule, 

Both to my God and to my gracious King : 

And I doe thinke,or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fofure 
As it hath us’d to doe, that I have found 
The very caufeof Hamlets lunacie. 

Kmg. O fpeake of that, that doe I long to heare. 

Pol. Give firft admittance to the E nbalfadors, 

My newes fha 11 be the frui t to that great feaft. 

King. Thy felfe doe grace to them,& bring them in. 

He tels me, my dear zCjertrud, he hath found 
The head and fource of ill your fonpes diftemper. 

Quee . I doubt it is no other but the maine. 

His fathers death, and our haftie marriage. 

j enter £mba(]adors. 

ICinfr. Well, we (hall fife him : welcome my good friends ; 
Say Volt emand .what from our brother Norway f 
Vol. Moft faire returne of greetings and defires : 

Upon our firft he lent out tofupprefle 
HisNephewes levies, which to him appear d 
To be a preparation ’gainft the Pollacke , 

But better lookt into, he truly found _ 

It was againft your Highneffe ; whereat griev d 
That fo his ficknefle, age, and impotence 



(prince of Denmarke? 

ssssg ssst. 

Makes vow before h ^ againft y0 ur Majeftte : 

To give th OV ercome with joy . 

Whereon old Norway ov in annua l f e <* 

As herein are fetdowne. 

Anfiver, and ihinke upon this t labour , 

Meane time wethank you for your w . 

Goe to your reft, at night wee 11 feaft t g , , 

Moft welcome home. Exeunt Emb jj 

Tol. This bufinelfe is well ended. 

My Liege and Madam, toexpoftulate 
W hat majeflie fhould be, what duty is, . 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, . 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time. 

Therefore brevitie is the foule or mt. 

And tedioufneffe the limbes and outward flourilhes. 
I willbebriefe : your noble fonne is mad. 

Mad call I it, for to define true madneffe. 

What is’tbut to be nothing elfe but mad ’ 

But let that goe. 

Quee. More matter with leffe art. 

Tol. Madam I fweare I ufe no art at all, 

Thathee’s mad ’tis true, ’tis true, ’tis piety. 

And pitty’tis ’tis true, a foolifti figure, 

But farewell it, for I will ufe no art : 

Mad let us grant him then, and now remaines 
That we finde outthe caufe of this effeft, 

D 



Or 
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Or rather fay the caufe of this defeft. 

For this efftft defedtive comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while fhe is mine. 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

Totjoe Celefiiall, myfioules Idoll,the mofi beautified Octal;, 
That s an t/lphrafie ,a vile phrafie, beautified is a vile phrAe A 
you Jball he are, thus in her excellent \white bofome, rlcfe & r '** 
Que en. Camethis from Hamlet to her ? J ‘ ’ 

‘Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the fiarres are fire , Letter, 

Doubt that the fiunne doth move , 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

Put never doubt I love. 



O deare Ophelia lam ill at the fie numbers , l have not art tt 
reckon my groanes ; but that I love thee beB, O mofi befi beleeve 
tt : Adieu. Thine evermore mofi deare Lady ,rvhilefi this 
mach ine is to him, Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter Ihowne me, 

And more about have hislblicitings, 

As they fell out by time,by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath fhe receiv’d his love ? 

Pol. What doe you thinke of ine ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honourable. 

Pol. I would faine prove lo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing, 

As I perceiv’d it (1 muft tell. you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might you 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deske,or T able-booke. 

Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might you thinke ? no,I went round to worke, 

And my young Miftrefle thus T did befpeakc: 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy fphere. 

This muft not be : and then I precepts gave her. That 
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n. ,id incke her felfe from his refort, 

•hat noers, receive no tokens. . 

^u^hdone toe coofe the fruits of my advice , 

V d he repell’d, a Ihort tale to make, 

ncothe madneffe wherein now heraves, 

rhatlhavepofitively faid> tisfo, 
iVhcnit prov d otherwife ? 

echw-ife. 

[f circumftanceslead me,IwiU hnde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
within the Centre. 

SSSSSte fourehonres together 

Herein the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 

Pol. At fuch a time lie loofe my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 



But keep a Farme and Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet, 

Queen. But look where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 
Pol. Away, I doebefecch youboth away. Exit King and 

lie board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

Pel. Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 

E a Ham. 
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Ham. Then I would you were lb honeft a maiv 

‘Pol. Honeft my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pickt out often thoufand. 

Pol. That’s very true my Lord. 

Ham. For if the Sunne breed maggots in a dead dos e e,bein 0 
good killing carrion. Have you a daughter ? 5< * 

Pc/. I have my Lord. 

Ham . Let her not walke i’th Sun, conception is a blefling 
But as your daughter may conceive, friend iooke to’t. 

Pol. How fay you by that ? fiill harping on my daughter, yet he 
knew me not at nrft,a faid I was a fifi>monger,a is far gone ; and 
truly in my youth I fuffered much extremity for love , very neare 
this : lie fpeake to him againe. What doe you read my Lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. W hat is the matter my-Lord ? 

Ham. Betweene who ? 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord.' 

Ham. Slanders fir : for the Satyricall Rogue faies here, that old 
men have gray beard s , that their faces are wrinkled , their eyes 
purging thicke Amber, and Plum-tree Gum, and that they havea 
plentiful! lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, all which 
fir though I moft powerfully and potently be leeve, yet I hold it 
not honeftie to have it thus fet downe, for your felfe fir (hall grow 
old, as I am, if like a crab you could goe backward. 

Pol. Though this be madnefle , yet there is method irit, will 
you walke out of the aire my Lord ? 

Ham. Into my grave. 

Pol. Indeed that’s out of the aire ; how pregnant fometimes 
his replyes are ? a happines that often madnes hits on, which rea- 
fon and fan&itie could not fo happily be delivered of. I will'leave 
him and my daughter. My Lord I will take my leave ofyou. 

Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will not mote 
willingly part withall, except my life, except my life, except my 
Enter gtiiUenfterne avd. Rajencratu. 

Pol. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thek tedious old fooles. . 

fol. You goe to leeke the Lord H ami eh there he is. 
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^SoCdtrd. 

^ nor rhe very button# 

W ftS.Nor t hefol«ofh et mooe. _ 

J-^Tovifa yon my Lord, M ot er occ c R t ^ anlcs J, nt It hanR 
H«m . Begcer that I nil ! V [oo dnre a halfc-peny : 

,on,andfure*aremcnds ? vncin cu4g?isitafravirita- 

ti^ «>rnei come^ deale juftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake- 
have fent for you. 

rights ofourfellowfldps.by the ^ionancyo^ntjg«th^bythe 

obligation of our ever preferved love , and by whatmore de ar ^. 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee even and dire£l with 
me whether you were font for or no. 

Rof. What fay you ? . s 

Ham. Nay then I have an eie of yOu,if you love me hold not oft- 

Cttyl. My Lord we were fent for. 

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fhall my anticipation prevent your 
difeovery, and your fecrecy to the King and Queen mouIPno fea- 
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ther : I have of late, but wherefore I know not, loft allm • 
forgone all euftome ofexercifes;and indeed it goes fo 
my difpofition.that this goodly frame the earth feemes ro 
fterillpromontorie ; thismoft excellent Canopietheair i i 1 
yon, this brave ore-hanged firmament, this majefticall roofef 
ted with golden fire, why it appeareth nothing to me but a foi' 
andpeftilent congregation of vapours. What a piece a works 2 
man ! how noble in realon 1 how infinite in faculties ! in forme* a 
moving how exprefle and admirable! inadion how like an A 
gel ! in apprehenfion how like a God ! the beauty of the world th" 
paragon of animals;& yet to me what is this quinteflence ofduft? 
man delights not me, nor woman neither, though by your fmiline 
you feeme to lay fo. ° 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ftuffe in my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did ye laugh then, when I laid man delights not me? 

Rof. To thinke my Lord, if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment thePlaiers fhall receive from you, we coated them 
on the way, and hither are they comming to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that playes the King (hall be welcome, his Majeftie 
fhall have tribute of mee, the adventurous Knight fhall ufe his 
foy Ie and target, the lover fhall not figh gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his pare in peace, and the Lady fhall fay her mind freely, 
or the blankc verle fhall halt for’t. What players are they ? 

Rof Even thole you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the City. 

Ham. How chances it they travell ? their refidence both in re- 
putation and profit was better both wayes. 

Rof. I thinke their inhibition comes by the meanes of the late 
innovation. 

Ham. Doe they hold the lame eftimation they did when I was 
in the City ? are they lb followed ? 

RofNo indeed, they are not. d 

Ham. It is not very ftrange ; for my uncle is King of Denmark, 
and thole that would make mouthes at him while my father lived, 
give twenty , forty, fifty,a hundred duckets a peece for his pi<fture 
in little : s’blood there is fomcthing in this more than natural it 
Philofophy could finde it out. A Flour if. 

Gttil. There are the players* 



(Prince of Denmarke. 

Pii£ Smfen!« a y inment than your* Si yen arewelcome : but 
^Uncle^arheranl Aunt-modier are deceived. 

tte tond time come to them, for they lay 

he comes to tell me of the Play^ 
i it: Youfoy right fir, a Munday morning twas then indeed. 

H^My' Lord^ havenewes to teft you : when Roffm was an 

Aftorin Rome. . 

Pol. The Adtors are come hither my Lora. 

K*w.Buz,buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour . _ 

Ham. Then cameeach A&or onhisaife. r 4 

< 2 >ol. Thebeft Aftors in the world,either for Tragedy, Comedy, 
Hiftory, Paftorall, Paftorall-Comicall, Hiftorical-Paftorallfcene 
indevidable, or Poem unlimited : Seneca cannot bee too _heavie, 
nor Plant rn too fight for the law of writ and the liberty ; theie are 

^H^.ofe'ftha Judge of Ifrael what a treafurehadft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more, the which hee lo- 
ved palling well. 

Tol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Am I not i’th right old Jeptba ? 

Pol. What follow es then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God wot , and then yon know it came to 
pa(fe,as moft like it was ; thefirft row of the pans chanfon will 

Chew 







j 
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fliew you more, for looke where my abridgement comes. 

Enter the players. 

Ham. You are welcome matters, welcome all , T am phA tr> r 
thee well, welcome good friends ; oh old friend! whvthvf ■ 
valanc’d fince I faw thee laft , com’ft thon to beard mee inl)^ 
markf ? what my young Lady and Miftreffe ! my Lady your T 11' 
fhip is neercr to heaven than when I faw you laftbythealtitud' 
of a.chopine, pray God your voice, like a peece of uncurrant p 0 ld 
be not crackt within the ring : matters you are all welcome, wee’ll 
e’en to’t like friendly Faukners , fiye at any thing wee fee, wee’ll 
have a fpeech ttraic , come give us a tafte of your quality, come a 
pafiionate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham . I heard thee fpealce me a fpeech once, but it was never a- 
&ed, or if it was, not above once, for the play I remember pleafed 
not the million, ’twas caviary to the generall, blit it was as I recei- 
ved it and others , whofe judgements in luch matters cried in the 
top of mine, an excellent play , welldigefted in the fcenes,fet 
downe with as much modefty as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines to make the matter favoury.nor 
no matter in the phrafe that might indite the author of affettion, 
but call’d it an honeft method, as wholefome as fweet, and by very 
much more handlome than fine ; one fpeech in't I chiefly loved, 
’twas i^Eneas talketo Dido, and thereabout ofit efpecially when 
he fpeakes of /V^*w.r {laughter, if it live in your memory begin at 
this line,let me fee, let me fee, the rugged Pyrrhus like th’ircanian 
BeafVcis not it begins with Pyrrhus. The rugged PyrrhsuMt 
whofe fable armes, 

Blacke as hispurpofe did the night refemble. 

When he lay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now his dread and blacke completion fmear’d 
With Heraldry more difmall head to foot : 

Now is he totall Gules, horridly trickt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets. 

That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To their Lords murder, rotted in wrath and fire, 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore, 
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„ 200d 

<%gS$££ Lord wellfpokenjWitb good 

Anon he fing hun^, ^ a nticke fword 
Striking too A 1 j ves w here it falls. 

Rebellious to hl ® 5 , 7 unC quall matcht. 

Repugnant to command, uneq ^ 

KS’teSe and ririe ofhis fell <mA 

Seeming toteeiet is eouscralh 

TaKCS p nn rhe milkv head 




Iikea neutrall to his willand matter* 

But as weoften fee againft feme ftorme, 

Afilence in the heavens, the rackes ftandfti 11 , 

Thebold wind fpeechlefle , and the o^elow 
As hufh as death,anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region : fo after Pyrrhus pawf , 

A rowfcd vengeance fetshim new aworke, 

And never did the Cyclops hammers fall, 

On Mars his armour, forg’d for proofe eterne. 

With lefferemorfe than Pyrrhus bleeding word 
Nowfallson Priam. 

Out, out, thou ftrnmpct Fortune . all you gods 
In generall fynod take away her power, 

Breajce all the fpokes and felloes from her wheele, 

Andboule the round nave downe the hill ofheaven, 

As low as to the fiends- 
Pol- This is too long. 

Ha. It {hall to the Barbers with your beard : prethee fay on, he s 
for a jig, or a tale of bawdry ,or he fleeps ; fay on, come to Hecuba. 
P/4/.But who, ah woe had feene the mobled Queenc- 
Ham-Thz mobled Queene ! 
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Tolo. That’s good. 

PA?/. Run barefoot up and downc, threatens the fl an . 

With Bifon rhume, a clout upon that head 8 tol8 ‘ 
Where late the diadem Rood, and for a robe. 

About her lanke and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blanket in the alarme of feare caught up. 

W ho this had feene, with tongue in venome fteept, 

’Gainft fortunes ftate would treafon have pronounc’d : 

But if the gods themfelves did fee her then, 

W hen fhe faw Pyrrbm make malicious (port 
In mincing with his,fword her husbands limbes. 

The inftant burft of clamor that fhe made, 

Unlefle things mortall move them not at all, 

W ould have made milch the burning eyes of heaven. 

And pafiion in the gods. 

Pe/.Looke where he has not turned his colour, and has teares 
in’s eyes rpretheeno more. 

Ham. ’Tis well, He have thee fpeake out the reft of this (bone. 
Good my Lord doe you lee the Players well bellowed, doe you 
heare, let them be well ufed ,for they are the abftraft andbriefe 
Chronicles of the time; after your death you were better have a 
bad Epitaph, than their ill report while you live. 

c Pol. My Lord I will ufe them according to their defert. 

Ham. Gods bodkin man much better, ufe every man after bis 
delert, and who (hall fcape whipping ? ufe them after your owne 
honour and dignity, the leflethey delerve the more merit isin 
your bounty : Take them in. 

Pel. Come firs. 

Ham. Follow him friends, wee’ll heare a play to morrow ; doeft 
thou heare me old friend, can you play the murder of Gon^ngo ? 

Play. I my Lord. - , 

Ham. Wee’ll hav’t, to morrow* night : you could for need ftudy 
a Ipeech of fome dolen lines, or fixteene lines , which-I would let 
downe and infertin’c, could you not ? 

Play. I my Lord. 

H/im.Vc ry well : follow that Lord , and looke you mockehim 
not- My good friends. He leave you tillnight, you are welcome 
to ElfenoHr. Exemt Pol, andP layers. 



! Prince of Denmark^ -■ 

1* Godtayw you ; now am I alonei 

1 Se&nt llaveamll 
0 *‘ J ^Xusthatthi s Playerhere 

Is it not n»“« dccame 0 f paffioD, . 

B* ufifrfehis (bale lb to his owne conceit, 

Tearesinhisey > ^ whole f un aion futmg 
W^^ttacs to his conceit, and all foe nothing, 

KK&U. to him, or he to her, 

Sn he ihonld weep for her ? what would he doe 

Atwl cleave thegencralleare with hotnd fpeech, 

Mike mad the gndty, and appealethefce. 

Confound the ignorant ,and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and eares ; yet 
A dull and muddy metled raskall, peake 
Like John- a-dreames, unpregnant of my cauie. 

And can fay nothing, no not for a King, 

Uponwhofe property and moft deare lite 
A damn’d defeat was made : am I a coward . 
Whocallsme villaine,breakes my pate acroiie, 
Pluckes off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 
Twekes meby’th nofe, gives me the lye 1 th throat 
As deep as to the lungs ? who does ine this ? 

Hah ? s’ wounds I fhould take it, for it cannot be 
But I am pigeon liver’d, and Iacke gall 
To make oppreffion bitter, or ere this 
I fhould have fatted all the region Kites 
With this (laves offall : blouay,baudy villaine, _ 
Remorflefle,trecherous, lecherous, kindlefle villain, 
W hy what an Affe ami? this is moft brave, 
Thatlthefonne of a deare father murthered. 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Muft like a whoreunpacke my heart with words. 



And 
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And fall a curling. like a very drabbe, ftallion, fie nponV r u 
About my brained hum, I have heard r ,ton ' 

That gui Ity creatures fitting at a Play 
Have by the very cunning of the Scene 
Beene ftrooke (o to the lbule,that prefently 
They have proclaim’d their malefa&ions : 

For murther though it have no tongue will fpeake 
With moft miraculous organ. lie have thefe Players 
Play fomething like the murther .of my father 
Before mine uncle : lie obferve his lookes. 

He tent him to the quicke,if a doe blench 
I know my courle. Thefpirit that I have feene 
May be a divell, and the divell hath power 
T'aflume a pleafing fhape, yea and perhaps 
Out of my weaknefle and my melancholly, 

As he is very potent with fuch fpirits, 

Abufes me to damne me : lie have grounds 

More relative than this, thePlay’s the thing 

W herein He catch the confidence of the King. Exit, 

Enter King, Qtteene, Pelonius , Ophelia, Rofencraut, Cjujl- 
denflerne, Lords. 

King. Andean you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
With turbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

Rof. He does confeflfe he feeles himfelfe diftra<fted. 

But from what caufe hewillby no meancs fpeake. 

Guj l -Nor doe we find him forward to be founded? 

But with a crafty madneflekeepes aloofe 
W hen we would bring him on tofome confeffion 
Of his true eftate. 

^jjw.Did he receive you well? r 

Rof. Moft likea Gentleman. 

Guyl. But with much forcing of his difpofition. 

Rof. Niggard ofqueftion, but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Onee. Did you affay him to any paftimcA 

Rof Madam, it fo fell out that c^rtaine Players 
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wnntheway.ofthefc wetoldhim. 
a kind °[ j°y 

»» J,hOT i! t Kal" hereabout the Court, 

T.&U ttey havealready order 

fi^toplaj before him. 

i'^SemrearyourMajeftic. 
ic doth much content me. 

We may of their encounter frankly judge. 

And gather by him as he is behav d, 

1ft be th’affliaion of his love or no 

That thus he fufters for. 

£«w.Ifhall obey you : 

Of Hamlets wildneffofo (hall I hope yourvertues 
Willbring him to his wonted way agame. 

To both your honours. 

Ophel. Madam, I wifh it may. _ r 

Pol. Ophelia walk you here : gracious fo pleafe you 
Wewillbeftow our fclves ; rcadon this Booke, 

That fhew of fuch an exereife may colour 
Your lonelineffe : we are ofeto blame in this, 

’Tis too much prov’d, that with devotions vilage, 

And pious aftion we doc fiigar o’re 
The divell himfelfe. 

King. O ’tis too true : 
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Hovv (mart a lafh that fpeech doth give my confcience ' 
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaftring are, 

Is not more ugly tothe thing that helpes it. 

Than is my deed to my moft painted word : 

^avxe b^den ! Enter Hamlet, 

roi. i heare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 
Ham. To be, or not to be, that is fhequeftion, 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind tofuffer 
The flings and arrowes ofoutragious fortune, 

Or to take armes againft a fea of troubles. 

And by oppofing end them : To dye to fleepe 
No more ; and by a fleepe to lay we end 
The heart-ake, and the thoufand natural! Ihockes 
That flefh is heire to ; ’tis a conlummation 
Devoutly to be wlfht, to dye to fleepe, 

To fleep perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub, 

For in that fleep of death what dreames may come. 
When we have fhuffledoff this mortall coyle 
Muft give us paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity of.fo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and Icornes of time, 
Th’oppreflors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 
The pangs of defpifed love, and the Lawes delay. 
The inlblence of office, and the fpurnes 
That patient merit of th’unworthy takes. 

When as himfelfe might his Quietus make 
W ith a bare bodkin ? who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat under a weary life ? 

But that the dread of lbmething after death. 

The undilcover’d Countrey, from whofe borne 
No traveller retumes,puzzels the will 
And makes us rather beare thofe ills we have. 

Than flye to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience does make cowards. 

And thus the native hiew ofrefolution 
Is ficklicd ore with the pale ca ft of thought : 

And enterprifes ofgreat pitch and moment. 

With this regard their currents turne awry. 



prince o/Denmarke. 

, , nameofa&ion- Soft yon now, 

{d£V''«> N if p i inlbyO " 20ns ' 

?£;“ou°fechism a n r d Jy? , 

Th«Ihivel onged long to re-deliver, 

0 ,hd. My honour d ' *ofcJ 

S Me apin' : for to^nobe ™nd' 

Rich gifts waxe poore when givers prove u 

Th Sr£h d a, areyouhoneft> 

Ophel. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire ? 

r S^XnSlire , you mould admits 

di ^cS Sy y ro yLordh a «b E rtcr commerce 

nmlf S the power of beaucie will (boner transforme 
hoSfrom what it is to a baud, than the force of honeftre can 

Lflatebeauty to his ParadoM > 
but now the time gives it proofe. I did ,ove you once. 

Ophel. Indeed my Lord you made mebeleeve lo. 

Ham. You fbouia not have beleev’d mee, for vertue cannot fo 
evacuate our old ftocke but we fhall rellifh of it : I loved you not. 
Ophel. I was the more deceived. 

Ham . Get thee a Nunry,why wouldft thou be a breeder of fin- 
ners ? I am my felfe indifferent honeft ,but yet I could accule me 
of fuch things, that it were better my mother had not born me : I 

atnvery proud, revcngefull, ambitious, with more offences at my 

beck thanl have thoughts to put them in, imagination to give the 
fhaptj or time to a<5f them in : what fhould fuch fellowes as 1 doe 

crawune 



:no 
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crawling betweene earth and heaven? we are arrant , 

leeve none of us, go thy waies to a Nunry. Where’s 

Ophel. At home my Lord. ™««*yoor6d*> 

~ru* am ‘ ^ et c ^ e ^°° res be Amt upon him, 

f h at he may play the foole no where but in's owne houfe^ 

Farewell. 

Ophel. O helpe him you fweet heavens. 

Ham.ltthoxi doft marry Jle give thee this plague forthvdow 
ry, be thou as chafteas Ice, as pure as Inow, thou (halt not efcanl 
calumny, get thee to a Nunry, farewell. Or if thou wiltneeds mar 
ry, marrie a foole, for wifemen know well enough what monfters 
you make ofthem rto aNunry, goe, and quickly too, farewell 

Ophel. Heavenly powers reftore him. 

Ham . I have heard of your paintings well enough : God hath gi. 
ven you one face, and you make your felves another, gig and am- 
ble, and you lift you nickname Gods creatures , and make your 
wantonnefle ignorance ; go too,Ile no more on’t,it hath made me 
mad : I lay we will have no moe marriages, thole that are married 
already all but one fhall live, the reft fhall keepe as they are : to a 
Nunriegoe. Exit. 

Ophel. O what a noble minde is here orethrowne ! 

The Courtiers, Souldiers,Scholars,eie, tongue, (word, 
Th’expe&ation andRofe of the faire ftate. 

The glafle offalhion, and the mould offbrme, 

Th’obferv’d of all obfervers, quite, quite downe. 

And I of Ladies moftdeje<ft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honey of his Muficke vowes ; 

Now lee what noble and moft loveraigne real bn 
Like Ivveet bels jangled out of time, and harlh. 

That unmatcht forme and ftature of blowne youth 

Rlaftedwith extafie. O woe is me 

T’ have leen what I havefeen, fee what I lee ! Exit. 

Enter King and E olenitis. 

King. Love ! his affeftions doe not that way tend. 

For what he ipake, though it lackt forme a little, 

W as not like madnes,there’s lomethingin his (bale 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt the hatch and the difclofe 

Will 
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wil , be te*nger i wbichfortoprev e « 

» England. 

% variable objeas lhall expel! 

Somctbingfetled matter m his heart, 

Whereon his frames ftill beating, 
puts him thus from falbion of himfelfe. 

What thinke you on’t? 

m from negleaed love : how now Ophel, a f 
You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet faid, 

Wehearditall :my Lorddoeas you pleafe. 

But if you hold it fit? after the Pl«iy 

Let his Queen-mother all alone entreat him 

To (hew his griefe ; let her be round with him. 

And Hebe plac’d f fo pleafe yon .) in the eare 
Ofall their conference : if me find him not. 

To England fend him, or confine him where 

Your wifdome beft fhall think. 

lfr»f.It (hall be fo, Waumt 

Madnefleingreatonesmuftnot unmatchtgoe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, and three of the Players. 

Ham. Speake the fpeech I pray you as I pronounc d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue; but if you mouth it, as many of our 
Players do, I had as lieve theTowne-crier fpoke my lines: nor do 
not law the aire too much with your hand,thus, but ufe all gent y , 
for in the very torrent tempeft, and, as I may fay , whir le- wind or 
your palfion you muft acquire and beget a temperance that may 
give it fmoothnelfe : O it offends mee to the loule to heare a ro- 
buftiousPerwig-pated fellow teare a palfion to totters , to very 
rags, to fpleet the eaves of the ground- lings, who for the moft part 
are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumbe fhewes and noife: 
I would have liich a fellow whipt for ore- doing Termagant, it out- 
Herods Herod, pray you avoid it. ' 

Plav. I warrant voiir honour. 
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' Ham . Be not too tame neither, but let your own difoetio u 
your tutor; futethea&iontothe word, the word to the aft" 
with this fpeciall obfervance , that you ore-ftep not the modeft- ’ 
of Nature :Forany thingfoore-doneisfromthe purpofeofpl * e 
ing, whofe end both at firft, and now, was and is, to hold as J tvver” 
the Mirrour up to nature , to fhew vertue her feature , fcorne her 
owne image, and the very age and body of the time his forme and 
preflure : now this over-done, or come tardy of, though it makes 
the unskilfull laugh , cannot but make the judicious grieve; the 
cenfureof which one muftin your allowance ore- weigh a whole 
Theater of others. Otherebe Players that Ihavefeeneplay >anc j 
heard others praife,and that highly, not tofpeakit profanely, that 
neither having the accent of Chriftians, nor the gate ofC’nriftian, 
Pagan, nor man, have fo ftrutted and bellowed,that ] have thought 
fome of Natures Journy-men had made men,and not madethem 
well, they imitated humanity lb abominably. 

Play. I hope we have reformed that indifferently with us. 

HamO reforme it altogether: and let thole that play your 
Clownes fpeake no more than is fet downe for them , for there be 
of them that will themfelves laugh, to fet on fome quantitieof 
barren fpedfators to laugh too, though in the meane time fome 
neceffary queftionofthePlaybethen tobeconfidered : that’s vil- 
lanous , and fliewes a moft pitifull ambition in the Foolethat u- 
fes it :goe, make you ready. How now my Lord? will the King 
heare this piece of worke ? 

Enter Poloniw,Cjujldenfierne,and Ro fewer aw. 

Pol. And the Queene too, and that prefently. 

Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.Will you two help to halfen 

Rof. I my Lord. Exeunt thafe two- (them. 

Ham. What hoe, Horatio ? 

Horn. Here fweet Lord, at your fervice. 

Ham. Horatio , thou art een as juft a man 
As ere my conversion cop’t withall. 

Hora . O my deare Lord. 

Ham. Nay, doe not thinke I flatter, 

Forwhat advancement may Ihopefromthee 

That no revenue haftbut thy good Ipjdts j ? 

To feed and cloath thee ? why fhould the poor be flattered * ^ 
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may follow fawning : doeft then heart ? 
^trSwasMWsVherchorce, 

^hofe blood a^jud^^nt 
That they are not a pipe for fortunes finger, 
&what flop (he pleafe : give :me that man 
That is not paflions flave, and 1 will weare hun 
In my hearts core, I, in my heart of heart, 
Aslaoethee. Something too much of this: 

There is a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neere the circumftance 
Which I have told thee of my Fathers death ; 

I prethee when thou feeft that Act on foot 
Even with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferve my uncle : ifhis occulted guilt 
Doe not it felfe unkennell in onefpeech, 

It is a damned Ghoft that we have feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy : give him heedfull note* 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face. 

And after we will both our judgements joinc 
In cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. W ell my Loro, 



Enter Trumpets and Kettle Drums, King, 
£lucen,P olonitu , Ophelia. 
K»».They are commingto the play, I muft be idle. 
Set you a place. 

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet. 

Ham. Excellent ifaith, 

Dfthe Cameleons diCh, I cat the aire, 

Cz 
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Promife-cram’d , you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I have nothing with this anfwer Hamlet , 

Thefe words are not mine. 

H<*w.No,nor mine now my Lord- 
You plai’d once in the University you fay. 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Ador. 
Ham. What did you ena£t ? 

Pel. I did enaft Julius C £ f ar > ^ was kill’d i’th Capitoll, 
Brutus kill’d me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill lb capitall a calfethere. 
Be the Players ready? 

Rof. I my Lord, they (lay Upon your patience. 

Cjer. Come hither my deare Hamlet , fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother, here’s metall more attra&ive. 

Pol. O ho, doe you markethat ? 

Ham. Lady, (ball I lye in your lap ? 

Ophel. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrey matters ? 
ophel. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye between maids legs. 
Ophel. What is my Lord ? 

Ham. Nothing. 

Ophel. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 

Ophel. I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your onely Jig-maker, what Should a man doe 
but be merry: for lookeyouhow cheerfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophel. Nay, ’cis twice two moneths my Lord. 

Ham. So long ! nay then let the divell weare black, for He have 
a fute of fables :0 heavens /dye two months agoe, and not for- 
gotten yet ! then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-live 
bis life halfe a yeere j but berLady a mud build Churches thotf* 
elfe fhall a fuflfer not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whole fc- 
pitaph is, for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot. 

P The Trumpets found. Dumbe jherv follows. 

Enter a King anda Queen, 

her, he takes her up, anddeelines hu head upon her necks > 



(Prince o/Dentnarke. 

rLjje.d,maks‘r*fi’ m,eaaim ’ ,kc f°{°Z er 

& > . • faem to condole with her * 

Whatmcanesthis 

Uam Marry it is munching Mall co, it meancs u 
Ofhd. Belike this (hew imports “ r§ 

Ham. W e (hall know by this fellow. i 

The Players cannot keepe,they 11 tell ail. 

n*/j(r/ Will a tell us what this fhew meant . _ ,, 

Ha I, or any (hew that you will (hew him,be not you afham 

to fhewjhee’ll not fhame to teH you whatl l^ n ^; the pW 
Ophel. You are naught, you are naught, lie marke tn y 

Prologue. For us and for our Tragedy, 

Here (looping to your clemency , 

We beege your hearing patiently. ■- . 

Harn.ls this a Prologue, or the pofie of a ring > 

Ophel. ’Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans love. 

Enter King and Queene . 

King. Full thirty times hath Ph cebus Cart gone round 
Neptmes faltwafh, and Telltu orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dozen Moones with borrowed fheene 
About the world have twelve times thirty been. 

Since love our hearts, and Hymen did ourhands 
Unitecommutuallin moftfacred bands. 

Que. So many journies may the Sun and Moone 
Make us againe count ore ere love be done : 

But woe is me, you are fofickeoflate, 

Sofarrefrom cheere,and from your former ftate, 

That 1 diftruft you ; yet though I diftruft, 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing muft. 

For women Feare too much, even as they love. 

And womans feare and love hold quantity. 

Either none.in neirhpr finahr.nr in 
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Now what my love is proofe hath made you know 
And as my love is ciz’d my leare is lo : 

W here love is great , the littleft doubts are feare ; 

W here little fear s grow great ,great love grows there. 

King . Faith I mull leave thee love,an.d fnortly too. 

My operant powers their functions leave to doe, 

And thou fhalt livein this faire world behind. 

Honour’d, belov’d, and haply one as kind 
For husband fhalt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft ! 

Such love muft needs be trealbn in my breaft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft. 

None wed the fecond but who kill’d the firft : Ham.lhn’s 

The inftances that fecond marriage move wormwood. 

Are bale relpedis of thrift, but none of love : 

A fecond time I kill my husband dead 
W hen fecond husband kifles me in bed. 

King. I do beleeve you thinke what now you (peak. 

But what we doe determine oft we breaks, 

Purpofe is but the Have to memory. 

Of violent birth, but poore validity; 

Which now the fruit unripe ftickes on the tree. 

But fall unlhaken when they mellow be- 
Moft neceflary ’tis that we forget 
T o pay our felves what to our lelves is debt ; 

What to our felves in paflion wepropofe, 

The paflion ending doth the purpole Iole ; 

The violence of either griefe or joy 

Their owne enaflures with themfelves deftroy ; 

Where joy moft revells griefe doth moft lament : 

Griefe joy, joy griefes, on (lender accident. 

This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not ftrange. 

That even our loves fhould with our fortunes change: 

For ’tis a queftion left us yet to prove, 

W hether love lead fortune, or elfe fortune love. 

The great man downe, you marke his favourite flics, 

The poore advanc’d makes friends of enemies : 

And hitherto doth love oafortune tend, 

Foj 
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(prtnce o/Den/ Denmarke. 

. „„ M needs fhall never touficke, the Recorders, 

a&™’ to ^ frfcndaciedy ’. 

r Aivfealons him his enemy- 

SlTtocndvvherelbegen, 

wills and fates doe fo contrary run, 

K ' Sees foil are overthrowne s 
^thoughts are ours, their endsnone of our owne. 

0 K ntp thou wilt no /Sond husband wed, 

Svethy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead- 
B Ouee Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven hg , 
cnnrt and repofe locke from me day and night* 

To defperation turne my truft and hope, 

And Anchors cheere in priion be my fcope. 

Each oppofitethat blankes the faceofjoy. 

Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy , 

Bwhliere and hence purfae me lading ftnfe, 

Ifofice I be a widow, ever I be a wife. b [" e ^ 

/{wf.’Tis deeply lworne :fweet leave me here a while. 

My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep. • 

Ouee. sleep rocke thy braine, . F 

Andnever come mifchance betweene us tvvaine- ' 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Ouee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes- 
Ham. Obut/hee’llkeepe her word. . 

JfiW.Have you heard the argument ? is there no offence in t 
Ham. No, no, they doe but jeft,poifon in jeft, no offence i tti 
^T^.What doe you call the play? (world. 

Ham. The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically .This play is the 
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ms wire tiafttjta, you Jee ;anon, .as a Knavim piece ui 
but what of that ? your Majeftie and we fhall have free ibules, it 
touches us not; let the galled jade winch, our withers are un-- 
wrung. This is one Lueianw Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lueianw. 

Ofhel. You are as good as a Chorwmy Lord. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and your love 
klcould fee the puppits dallying. 

Oyhet, 
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Now what my love isproofe had you arekeene. 

And as my love is ciz'd my learning to take off mine ecW 
dfrc Joycnr cccat , chaworfe. sc * 

. H f m - S ?y°f miftak ,“, y°uc husbands. Begin murtherer, leave 
thy damnable faces and begin, come, the crokine raven dorhkli 
low for revenge. % Deu 

Lw.Thoughts black,hands apt, drugs fit,and time agreeing 
Confiderate leafon, elfe no creature feeing, 5 * 

Thou mixture ranke,of midnight weeds colle&ed. 

With Hecats bane thrice blafted,thrice infe&ed. 

Thy naturall magicke, and dire property. 

On whollome life ufurps immediately. 

Ham. A pdilbnshim i’thgardenfor his eftate,his name’s Gonza- 
£»,the ftory is extant,and written in very choice Italiamyou fhali 
iee anon how the murtherer gets the love of Gonzagoesmfz, 
Opbel. The King rifes. 

Quee . How fares my Lord ? 

Pol. Give ore the play. 

King. Give me fome light, away. 

P ol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt all but Ham & Horatii, 
Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deere goeweep. 

The Hart ungalled play. 

For fome muft watch whileft lome muft deep. 

Thus runs the world away. Would not this fir,and aforreftoffea- 
thers,ifthe reft of my fortunes turnTurk with me,with provincial 
Roles on my raz’d (hooes,get me a fcllowlhip in a city of plaiers ? 
Hor a. Halfe a (hare. 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doeft know O Damon desire 
This realme difmantled was 
Of Jove himfelfe, and now raignes here 
A very very paiocke. • 

Hor a. You might have rim’d; 

Ham. O good Horatio,lle take the Ghofts word for a thonfand 
pound. Didft perceive? 

Hor a. Very well my Lord. 

Ham. Upon the talke of the poilbning. 

Hora. I did very well note him. 



(prince of Demnarke.' 

UM At ta> comcfomc mufickc, come the Record®, 

K ; ne likes not the Comedy, 
bel!k= he likes i t not perd.e. 

g-LOooi «■*“« “ aW “ d Wth y0U - 

flam- Sir a whole Hiftorie. 

6^/. The King fir. 

Isln his retirement marvellous diftempered. 

Hm. With drinke fir? 

* felfemorcricher tofig- 

» £. Drtoc . fa for mee to pot him to hts porgatton. 

And flare not fo wildly upon my aftaire. 

^.Thei^enr your mother in moft great affli&ion of fpi- 
rit,bath fent me to you. 

^!^ygwdmy^^>this courtefie is not of the right breed, 
jf it (hall pleafe you to make mee a whollome anlwer , I will d e 
yourmotherscommandement, if not, your pardon andmyre- 
turne fhali be the end of the bufinefle. 

Ham.Sir I cannot. 

Rof . What my Lord? . . ... • , r r u 

Ha .Make you a wholfome anfwer,my wit s difeas d, but fir, iuch 

anlwer as lean make you fhali command, or rather as you fay, my 
mother ; therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you lay. 

Rof. Then thus Ihe faies, your behaviour hath ftrooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 

Ham. O wonderfullfonne that can fo aftonilh a mother ! but is 
there no fequell at the heels of this mothers admiration ? impart. 
Rof. She defires to fpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed. 
Ham. W e (hall obey, were Ihe ten times our mother yhave you 
any further trade with us ? 

Rof My Lord you once did love me. 
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Ham. And doe ftill by thefe pickers and dealers 

Good my Lord what is your caufeof diftem per > V011 . 
ftrely barre the doore upon your owne liberty , if von doe 

griefes to your friend. y y°u deny yoi)1 . 

Ham. Sir I lacke advancement. 

%of. How can that be, when you have the voice ofth<» »• 

fclfe lor your fucceflion in Denmark? ? ® irn " 

Enter the Players with 'Recorders. 

Ham . I fir , but while the grafle growes ; the proverbe is fom e 
thing mufiy : oh the Recorders, let me lee one , to withdraw with 
you ; why doe you goe about to recover the wind of me , as if you 
would drive me into a toile ? 3 

Gu.O my Lord»if my duty be too bold,my love is too unmanerlv 
Ha . I do not well understand that : will you play upon this pipe? 
Guyl. My Lord I cannot. 1 

Ham. I pray you. 

CJttyl. Beleeve me I cannot. 

Ham. 1 befeech you. 

Guyl. I know no touch ofit my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as eafie as lying ; govern thefoyentages with your fin- 
gers and the thumbe, give it breath with your mouth , and it will 
aifeourfe moft eloquent'mufick : look you,thefe are the flops. 

Cjnyl. But thefe cannot I command to any utterance ofharmo* 
ny, I have not the skill. 

Ham.yi hy look youfiovv howun worthy athiDgyou makeof 
me, you would play upon me, you would leerne to know my flops, 
you would plucke out the heart of my myfterie, you would found 
mee from my loweft note to my compafle, and there is much mu- 
ficke, excellent voice in this little organ , yet cannot you make it 
fpeake,s’bloud do you think I am eafier to be plaid on than a pipe? 
Call me what inftrument you will, though you can fret me, you 
ca n not play upon me. Godblefleyoufir. 

Enter Poloni'us. 

. fol My Lord the Queen would fpeak with you,and prelently. 
J/^.Do you fee yonder cloud that’s almoft infhapeofa camel? 
jPol, By’thmafle and *tis like a Camell indeed. ( ! 
Ham. Methinkes it is like a WezeH. 

JW. It is blacke like a Wezell. , 
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like a Whale. 

And doe fuch bitter bufinefle as the day , 

Would quake to looke on : foft, now to my mother, 

0 heart lofe not thy natuf e ' let not ever 
The foule of Hero enter this firme bolome • 
Tecmebecruelfnot unnaturall. 

1 will fpeake daggers to her, but ufe none, ^ 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites ; 

How in my words Soever (he be (bent. 

To give them feales never my foule content. 

Enter King, Rofencraus,andGuyldenJtente. 

King. I like him not, nor ftands it fafe with us 
To let his madnefle range ; therefore prepare you, 
Iyour Commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fball along with you. 

The tearmes of our eftate may not endure 
Hazzard fo neare us as doth nourely grow 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Guyl • We will our {elves provide ; 

Moft holy and religions feare it is 
To keepe thofe many many bodies (afe 
That live and feed upon your Majefty. 

Rof. The Angle and peculiar life is bound 
With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keepe it felfe from noyance, but much more 
That fpirit,upon whofe weale depends and refts 
The lives of many :the cefle ofMajefty 
Dyes not alone, but like a gulfe doth draw 
W hat’s neare it with it : or it is a maffie wheele, 
Fixt on the lbmnet of the higheft mount, 

Ha 
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To whofe huge fpokes ten thoufand lefler things 
Are morteift and adjoin’d, which when it falls, 0 
Each fmall annexment , pettie confequence 
Attends the boiftrous raine, never alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall grone. 

King. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedy voiage, 

For we will fetters put about this feare 
W hich now goes too free footed. 

Rof. We will make hafte. Exeunt Gent . 

Enter Polonim. 

JV. My .Lord hee’s going to his mothers clolet, 
Behind the Arras lie convay my felfe 
To heare the proceflejle warnt fhee’l tax him home; 
And as you faid, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that feme more audience than a mother. 
Since nature makes them partiall, fhould ore-heare ri * ,• 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Liege, 

He call upon you ere you goe to bed. 

And tell you what I heare. Exit, 

XAg.Thankes dearemyLord. 

0 my offence is ranke, it fmels to heaven. 

It hath the primall eldeft curfe upon’t j 
A brothers murder : pray can I not. 

Though inclination be as fharpe as will. 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent; 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 ftandin paufe where I fhall fiirft begin, 

And both negle<5f: what iftbiscurfeahand 
Were thicker than it felfe with brothers blood ? 

Is there not raine enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafh it white as fnow ? whereto ferves mercy. 

But to confront the vifage ofoffence ? 

And what’s in prayer, but this twofold force, 

T o be foreftalled ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon being downe ? then lie lookeup : 

My fault is paft : but oh ! what forme of prayer 
Can ferve my turne ? forgive me my foule murther ? 
That cannot be,fince I am ftill poffeft 



tp/mce of Dcntruukc* 

*SSnTd“nd,etaine t h;oftence> 

nrnlC) red currents of this world 
raided hand may (hew by jnltice, 
j 'us feene the wicked prize jtfeife 
^ nut rhe Law ; but ’tis not lb above, 

Ke is no fhuffling, there the aaion lyes 
in histrue nature, and we our felves comp 
Fven to the teeth and forehead of our fault* 
Live in evidence : what then ?whatrefts . 
Try what repentance can ; what can it not . 

Yet what can it when one cannot repent . f 




Be foft as finnewes of the new-borne babe. 

Ml maybe well. j . L Enter Hamlet, 

Ham Now might I do it, but now a is praying. 

Mid now He do’t, aud fo a goes to heaven, 
ftnd fo am I reveng’d ? that would be fcann a i 
ft, villaine kills my father, and for that 
[ hjs foie fonne doe this fame villaine fend 

lb heaven: ^ 

Why this is bafe and filly, — not revenge : 

A tooke my father grofTely, full of bread. 

With all his crimes broad blowne, as flufh as May, 
And how his audit Hands who knowes fave heaven ? 
But in our circumftance and courfe ofthoHght , 

’Tis heavie with him ; and am I then reveng’d 
Totake him in the purging of his foule, 

When he is fit and leafoned for his paflage ? 

KIrv 
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ip fword, and know thou a more horrid hent, 
Vhen he is drunke, afleep, or in his rage, 

)r in th’inceftuous pleafure of his bed. 
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Exit, 
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That has no rellifh offalvation in’t. 

Then trip him that his heele may kicke at heaven. 

And that his ioule may be as damn’d andblacke 
As hell whereto it goes : my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfickebut prolongs thy fickly dayes. 

M y WOrds up, my thoughts remaine below, 

Vv ords without thoughts never to heaven goe. 

Enter Gertrard and Polonitu. 

Pol. A. will come ftrait, looke you lay home to him 
Tell him his prankes have bin too broad tobeare with 
And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood betweene 
Much heat and him. He filence me even here. 

Pray you be round. Enter Hamlet. 

Ger. lie warrant you, fearemenot. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham, Now mother what’s the matter? 

Ger. Hamlet thou haft thy father much offended; 

Ham. Mother you have my father much offended. 

G er. Come, come, you aniwer with an idle tongue. 

Ham . Goe, goe, you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now 
Cjer. Have you forgot me? 

Ham . No by the Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife. 

And would it were not fo, you are my mother. 

Cjer. Nay then lie fet thole to you that can fpeake. 

Ham. Come, come, and fit you downe, you fhall not budge. 
You goe not till I fet you up aglafle 
Where you may fee the moftpart of you- 

Ger. What wilt thou doe ? thou wilt not murder me ? 

Helpe ho. 

Pol. W hat hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now, a Rat, dead for a Ducket, dead. 

Pol. O I am flaine. 

Cjer. O me, what haft thou done ? 

Ham . Nay I know not, is it the King ? 

Ger. O what a raflh and bloody deed is this ! 

Ham, 



Prince of 

„ AbloiKly deed.almtosblu? 
diiu'& n §’ and marry with his brother- 

Ger- . 

fare ™ eU > 

And kt me wring your heart, for fo I fhall 

Ificbe made of penetrable ftufte, 

fdamned cuftome have not braz d it fo, 

Innoifeforudeagainft me? 

Haw. Such an ad 

Thatblurres the grace and blufh of modelty. 

Calls vertue hypocrite, takes off theRofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocent love j 
And fets a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falie as Dicers oathes : Oh fuch a deed 
As from the body ofcontra&ion pluckes 
The very foule , and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of' words, heavens face does glow 
Yea this folidity and compound mafle 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome, 

Is thought-fieke at the ad. 

Qnee . Ay me, what ad ? 

Ha. That roaresfo loud,and thunders in the Index : 
Looke here upon this pi6hxre , and on this, 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers i 
See what a grace was feared on his brow, 

H if triors curies, the front of Jove himfelfe, 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command, 

A Ration like the Herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven-kiffing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed 
Where every god did feeme to fet his feaki 
■ . To give the world aflurance of a man. 
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That has no rellifh offalvabk you now what follows 
Then trio him tharfailike a mildew’d eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : have you eyes ? 
Gould you on this faire mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moore ? ha 1 have you eyes ? 

Yon cannot call it love, for at your age 
The heyday in the blood is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits upon the judgement ; and what judgment 
W ould ftep from this to this ? fenfe fare you have, 
Elfe could you not have motion ,but fare that fenfe 
Is apoplext, for madnefle would not erre. 

Nor fenfe to extafie was ne’er fo thrall’d. 

But it referv’d fame quantity of choice 
To ferve in fach a difference : What divell was’t 
That thus hath couzen’d you at hodman-blind ? 
Eies without feeling, feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling fans all, 

Or but a fickly part of one true fenfe 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame 1 where is thy bluflr? 

Rebellious hell. 

If thou canft mutine in a Matrons bones 
To flaming youth, let vertue be as waxe 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no fhame 
When the compulfive ardure gives the charge. 
Since froft it felfc as actively doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

(jer. O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’ft my very eyes into my foule. 

And there I fee fach blacke and grieved Ipots 
As will leave there their tin<d. 

Ham. Nay but to live 
In the ranke fweat of an inceduous bed. 

Stew’d in corruption, honying and making love 
Over the nafty dye. 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Thefe words like daggers enter in mine cares, 

No more fweet Hamlet, 

Ham. A murcherer and a villaine, 



A Have 



(Prince of Dcnm arkc, 

„ ,kar is not twentieth part the kyth 

An S 'a Kingof fhreds and patches. 

Ger. Alafle hee s mad. tAnni* to cbidc. 

Ham •'Doc you not come your tardie fonne to cma „ 

Chop. Doe not forget : this vifitation 
Is but to whet thy aimed blunted purpofe. 

But looke, amazement onthymotherfits, 

0 ftepbetweene her and her fighing foule- 
Conceitinweaked bodies dronged workes. 

Speake to her Hamlet. _ 

Ham. How is it with you Lady ? 

Ger. Alaffe how is’t with yon. 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiers in th alarme, 

Your beaded haire like life in excrements 
Starts up and dands an end : O gentle fonne . 

Upon the heat and flame of thy didemper 

Sprinkle code patience : whereon doe you looke . 

JF/***. On him, on him,look you how pale he gleres, 
His forme and caufe conjoin’d, preaching to dones 
W ould make them capable ; doe not look upon me. 
Led with this piteous adfion you convert 
My flerne effe&s ; then what I have to doe 
W ill want true colour, teares perchance for blood. 
Ger. To whom doe you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there ? 

ger. Nothing at all, yet all that is there I fee. 

Ham. Nor did you nothing heare ? 



ger* 
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€er- No nothing but our felves. 

Ham. Why looke you there, looke how it fteales awa„ 

My father in his habit as he liv’d, ay * 

Looke where he goes, even now out at the portall. » 

Ger. This is the very coynageofyonr braine * 

Thi s bodilefle creation extafie is very cunning in. 

Ham . My pulfe as yours doth temperately keep time 
And makes as healthfull mufick : it is notmadneife * 

That I have uttred,bring me to the teft. 

And I the matter will re-word, which madnefle 
W ould gambole from. Mother, for love of grace 
Lay not this flattering un&ion to your Joule, 

That not your treipafl'e but my madnefle fpeakes j 
It will but skin and filme the ulcerous place. 

Whiles ranke corruption mining all within 
In feds unfeene : confefle your felfe to heaven. 

Repent what’s paft, avoid what is to come. 

And doe not Jpread the compoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker : forgive me this my vertue. 

For in the fatnefle of thefe purfie times 
V ertue it felfe of vice muft pardon begge. 

Yea courb and wooe for leave to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet , thou haft cleft my heart in twaine* 

Ham. O throw away the worJer part of it, 

And leave the purer with the other halfe. 

Goodnight, but goe not to my uncles bed, 

Aflume a vertue ifyou have it not, 

That monfter cuftome,who all fenfe doth eat. 

Of habits divell, is Angel yet in this. 

That to the ufeofadionsfaire and good 
He likewife gives a frockeor Livery 
That aptly is put on : refrain to night. 

And that fhall lend a kindeof eafinefle 
To the next abftinence, the next more eafie ; 

For ufe almoft can change the ftampe of nature. 

And mafter the Divell, or throw him out 
W ith wondrous potency : Once more goodjnight, 

And when you are defirous tobe bleflt 



(prince of Denmarkc. 

1 I d° c re Smewith this, and this with me, 

1^gm%*Pp*** 

I muft be cruellonely wbe kin^^ , 

Thus bad begins, and vvorle remained, 

One word more good Lady. 

Nouteby Sneanes ttat Ibid you doe; 

pinch wanton on your cheeke,ca y 

Make you to ravellallthis matter out, 

That I eflentially am not in madnelie* 

St mad in crafu’twere good 
For who that’s but Queen, faire , fober, wile, 
Would from a paddocke, from a Bat, a Gib’ 

Such deare concernings hide ? who would doe lb ? 
it. • -rnH livrerie 




Unpeg the basket on trie nouies top, 

Let thebirds flye, and like the famous Ape, 

To tty concluhons in the basket cteepe, 

And breake your owneneckedowne. 

Ger . Be thou aflut’d if words be made of breath, 
Andbreath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft (aid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that. 
ger. Alacke I had forgot, 

*Tis fo concluded on. 

ffo.There’s letters feal’dji& my twolchool-felloWS, 
Whom I will truft as I will adders fang’d, 

Tfteybeare the mandate, they muft fweep my way. 
And marfhall me to knavery ; let it worke. 

For ’tis the {port, to have the Enginer 
Hoift with his owne petar ,an’t fhall goe hard 

1 a 
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But I will delve one yard below their Mines 
And blow them at the Moone : O ’tig moft fw eec 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet. 

This man fhall fet me packing, 

He lugge the guts into the neighbour roome. 

Mother good night indeed , this Counfelier 
Is now moft ftill, moft fecret, and moft grave. 

Who was in’s life a moft fbolifh prating knave. 

Come fir, to draw toward an end with you . 

Good night mother. * Exit. 

Enter King and Queen, with Rofencraue ’ 
and Guyldenfierne. 

^.There’s matter -in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaves, 
You muft tranflate, tis fit we underftand them : 

W here is your lonne ? 

Gert. Beftow this place on us a little while. 

Ah mine owne Lord, what have I (eene to night ? 

King. What Gertrardy how does Hamlet ? 

GVr.Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
W hich is the mightier in his lawlefte fit , 

Behind the Arras hearing iometbing ftir, 

W hips out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat, 

And in this brainifh apprehenfion kills 
The unfeene good old man. 

King. O heavie deed! 

It had been lo with us had we been there. 

His liberty is full of threats to all. 

To you your felfe, to us, to every one. 

Alas, how fhall this bloody deed be anfivered ? 

It will be laid to us, whole providence 
Should have kept lhort,reftrain’d, and out of haunt 
This mad young man : but lb much was our love 
We would not underftand what was moft fit. 

But like the owner of a fbule dileafe. 

To keepit from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life : where is he gone ? 

Gert. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d. 

Ore whom his very madnefle, like lome Ore 

Among 
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r what is done. 



f* 5 Prince o/Denmarke. 

. mineral! ofmetall bafej 
K«l- G "/,foonc°fhaUth/ iountaines touch 

ThTs ra“be K clofct hath be drag’d him S 
goefeeke him out, fpeakefaire, andbnugthebody 

Tnroth'* Chappell; I pray you halt in this. 

St Gertrud, wee’ll call up our wifeft friends, 
let them know both what we meane to doe, 

And what’s untimely done, 

Whole whilper ore the worlds Diameter, 

* e Wf»! 1 as the Cannon to his blanke 

Tranfports his poyfoned fhot, may mifle our name. 

And hitthewoundlelTeairetO comeaway. 

My fouleis full of difcord and difmay. Ext * 

y Enter Hamlet , Reiencraw, and others. 

a*. Safely flow’d : but fQftly,what noife ? who calls on Haml 

° j Tot W?at have you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with duft , whereto it is kin. 

J?«/.Tell us where’tis* that we may take it thence, 

Andbeare it to the Chappell; 

Ham. Doe not beleeve it. 

.fo/.Beleevewhat? 

Ham.lhzt I can keepe your counfell and not mine owne; be- 
sides , to bee demanded of a fpunge, what replication lhouldbee 
made by the fonne of a King? 
ito/. Take you me for a fpunge my Lord ? 

TJa. T fir. rhar {bkes ud theKines countei 




horities :but fuch Officers doe the King belt lervice mtne ena, 
keeps them like an apple in the comer of his jaw, firft mouth’d 
be laft fwallowed ; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is 
tfqueefingyou, and fpunge you fhallbe dry againe. 

1 2 Eof, 
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Rof.\ underftand you not my Lord. 

am glad of it : a knavilh fpeech deeps in a foottn, * 

^ d y 0 »“” ft « u “whcre t h e bodj, i s , J „ (I ^J 

(Jttyl. A thing my Lord ? 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. Exeunt 

Enter King and two or three. 

King, I have fent to feek him, and to find the body; 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe ? 

Yet muft we not put the flrong law on him, 

Hee’s lov’d of the diffracted multitude. 

Who like notin their judgement, but their eyes. 

And where ’tis lo, th’offcnders leourge is waigh’d. 

But never the offence ; to beare all fmooth and even, 

This fudden lending him away muftfeeme 
Deliberate paufe ; dileafes delperate growne 
By delperate appliance are reliev’d, 

OrnotatalL 



Enter Rofencram , and all the rejf. 

KingHow now ? what hath befallen ? 

Rof . Where the dead body is bellow’d my Lord 
yV e cannot get from him . 

King. But where is he ? 

Rof. ; W ithout my Lord, guarded to know your plealiire.’ 

King. Bring him before us. 

Rof Ho,bring in the Lord. They enter* 

King.Now Hamlet , where’s Polonitu ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

King . At fupper ? where ? 

Ha. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten, a certain conv^ 
cation of politick worms are een at him : your worme is your only 
Emperour for diet. We fat all creatures elfe to fat us, and wee fat 
our lelves for maggots ; your fat King and your lean beggar is but 
variable fervice,two diflies but to one table, that’s the end. 



King. Alas, alas 1 . ^ 

Ham* A man may fifh With the worme that hath eat ofa King, 

Celt 



(prince o/Denmarke.' 

, U.lilh thailu* fed 

te" n y'ouC a King may gD»« P* 

iSS5;M£;^^ 

For SngUnd. 

Ham. For England ? 

King - 1 Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

Kinr. So is it if thou knew ft cur porK>f< is. ^ 

ffj». I fee a Cherub that fees ihcna : but come* for 
Farewell deare mother. 

King. Thy lovingfather Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wite, 

Man and wife is one flelh, and lo my mother. _ 

Come,for England. Exit* 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him with fpeed aboard. 

Delay it not, lie have him hence to night : 

Away, for every thing is feal’d and done 
That elfe Ieanes on the affaire ; pray you make hade : 

And England , if my love thou holdft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may give thee fenfe, 

Since yet thy cicatrice lookes raw and red 
After the Danilb fword, and thy free awe 
Paies homage to us, thou maift not coldly let 







The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Our Soveraigne procefle, which imports at full 

By letter s congruing to that efteft 

The prefent death ot Hamlet, doe it England, 

For like the Hedicke in my blood he rages. 

And thou muft cure me : till I know ’tis done. 

How ere my haps, my joyes will nere begin. * 

Enter Fortinbrajfe with his Army over the State: * 

A ortin.Q oe Captaine.from me greet the Danifh King, 
Tell him that by his licence Fortinbrajfe * 

Craves the conveyance ofa promis'd march 
Over his kingdome; you know the rendezvous, 

If that his Majeftie would ought with us 
We (ball exprefle our duty in his eve. 

And let him know fb. 4 

C a P‘ I will doe’t my Lord; 

Fortin. Goe Ibftly on. 

Enter Hamlet , Rofencraus,&e . 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefe ? 

C ap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propos’d fir I pray you ? 

Cap. Againft fome part of Poland. 

H am. Who commands them fir ? 

C ap. The Nephew of old Norway, Fortinbrafe. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of Tolandfy, 

Or for fome frontier ? 

Cap. Truely to fpeake, and with no addition, 

W e goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five duckets, five I would not farme it. 

Nor will it yeeld to Norway or the Pole 
A ranker rate, fhould it.be fold in fee. 

Ham. W hy then the Pollack^ never will defend it. 

Cap. Nay 'tis already garrifond. 

Ham. Two thoufand loulesand 2oooo,duckets 
W ill not debate the queftion of this ftraw ; 

This is th’impoftume of much wealth and peace. 

That inward breakes and fhewes no caufe without 
Why the man dyes. I humbly thanke you fir. 




(Prince of Denmarke. 
^tSfer/ougoemyLordf * fS 

ml Ilebe with you ftraight, goe a littlebefore. 
. ^Hoccafionsdoe informe againft me, 
Andfpurmy dull revenge ? What is a man, 
his chiefc good and market of his time 
Kofleepe andfeed ? abeaft,nomore 
Sure he that made us with fuch large difeourfe, 
looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To faftin us unus’d : now whether it be 
Beftiall oblivion, or fome craven fcruple 

And ever three parts coward : I doe not know 

Why yet I live to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I have caufe,and will,and ftrength, and 
To doe’t : examples groffe as earth exhort me , 
Witnefle this army of filch mafle and charge. 

Led by a delicate andxender Prince, 

Whoie fpirit with divine ambition pufc 
Makes mouthes at the invifible event: 

Expofing what is mortall and unfiire 
To all that fortune , death, 

Evenlor an egge-fhell. Right. 

Is not to ftir without great argument. 

But greatly to finde quarrellin a ftraw. 

When honour’s ar the ftake. How ftand 
That have a father kill’d, a mother fta’ n ’' 
Excitements of my realbn and my blooa. 

And let all fleep, while to my fhame I fee 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men. 
That fora fantafie and tricke of fame 
Goe totheir graves like beds , fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caule* 
Which is not tombe enough and continent 
Tohidetheflaine? O from this timeforth. 
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Enter Horatio , Gertrard, and a Gentleman 
Qaee. J will not fpeake with her. 

Gent. She is importunate. 

Indeed diftraft, her mood will needs be pittied. 

Qaee. W hat would fhe have ? 

She fpeakes much of her father ,fayes (he heares 
There strickesi ch world, and hems, and beats her heart, 

Spumes envioufly at ftrawes, fpeakes things in doubr 
That carry but halfe fenfe, her Ipeech is nothing, 

Yet the unfhaped ufeofit doth move 
The hearers to collection, they yawne at it, 

And botch the words up fit to their owne thoughts, 

W hich as winkes, and nods, and geftures yeeld them. 

Indeed would make one thinke there might be thought. 

Though nothing fiire, yet much unhappily. 

Hora.’Twcte good fhe were Ipoken with, for (lie may ftrew 
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

Let her come in. Enter Ophelia. 

Qnee. « To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

« Each toy feemes prologue to lbme great amide; 

“ So full of artleflejealoufie is guilt, ' 

“ It fpills it felfe in fearing to be (pilt. 

Ophel. W here is the beauteous majefty of Denmark * ? 
Quee. How now Ophelia ? She ftngs. 

Ophel. How fhould I your true love know from another one? 
By his cockle hat and ftaffe,and by his lendall fhoone. 

Quee. Alas fweet Lady , what imports this fong ? 

Ophel. Say you, nay pray you marke. 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone. Song. 

At his head a gralfe-greene turfe, at his heeles a done. 

Oho. 

Sh**e. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph. Pray you mark. White his fhrowd as the mountain fnow. 

Enter King. 

Quee. Alas, looke here my Lord. 

Ophel. Larded all with fweet flowers. Song. 

Which beweept to the ground did not goe, 

With true love ftiowers. 

It tufa 



(prince ©/Denmark* 

t M. How doe you pretty Lady. 0wIeW as a Bakers 

d av be. ©od be at your table. 

-bat it meanes, fay you this. $ 

Tomorrow is S. V* ulentines day* 

Allin the morningbetime, 

And I a maid at your window 

TTiwophc^ian^dond his clothes, and dapechechambtt door. 

She maid, that out a maide, never departed more. 

o'ZuSeed%khout an oath, He make an end on’t. 

By gis and by Saint Charity, 
alacke and fie for fhame, 

Young men will doe’t if they come tot, 

Q^oth°fl!et beforeyou tumbled me you promis’d me to wed. > > 
(He anfwers. ) So fliould I a done, by yonder fun 

And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

Kin* Mow long hath fhe been thus? . 

Opt I hope all willbe well, we muft be patient : but I cannot 
chufe but weep to think they would lay him i’th cold ground ; my 
brother fball know of it, & fo I thank you for your good counieli. 
Come my coach, good night Ladies, good night. 

Sweet Ladies good night, good night. 

King. Follow her clofe, give her good watch I pray you. 

O this is the poylbn of deep griefe , it Iprings all from her fathers 
death : and now behold O Gertrard, Gertrard , 

W hen fbrrowes come they come not Angle Ipies, 

Butin battalians : firft,her father flaine. 

Next, your fonnegone,and he moft violent author 
Of his owne juft remove ; the people muddied, 

Thicke.and unwholfome in thoughts and whilpers 

For POoH V nl&vtifAX nfo/mlvr 
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Divided from her felfe and her faire judgement, 

W ithout WhicH wenrd butprftures,- or meere beafts. 

Laft, and as much containing as all thefe. 

Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfelfe in clouds? 

And wants not buzzers to infedl his eare 
With peflilent fpeeches of his fathers death, 

W herein neceifity of matter beggerd 
W ill nothing fticke our perfon to arraigne 
In eare andeare : O my deare Cjenrar.d, this 
Like to a Murdring-Peece in many places 
Gives me fuperfluous death. A neife within. 

Enter lid ejjenger . 

Attend, where are my Swiflers ? .let them guard the door, 
What is the matter ? 

CMejfen. Save your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean over-peering of his lift 
Eates not the flats with more impetuous hafte 
Than young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers ; the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquity forgot, cuftome not knovvne, 

The ratifiers and props of every word? 

They cry chulewe Laertes to be King, 

Caps, hands? and tongues applaud it to the clouds, 

Laertes fhall be King, Laertcs Kmg. 

Qjte.Ho'.v cheerfully on the falfe trailethey cry? A ttoif ? within. 
O this is counter you falfe Danifh dogges. 

Enter Laertes with others- 
King-'!' he doores are broke. 

Laer. Where is this King ? firs ftand you all without. 
oAH. No let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you give me leave. 
kAU. We will, we will. 

Laer. I thanke you, keep the doore. O thou vile King 
Giveme my father. 

Q^ae.Ctdmz\v opo&Laertes- , 

Laer. That drop of blood that’s calme proclaimes me baftarcf. 



t p r ince ofD cnmarke. 
i Um mv father, brands the Harlot 
here^e ween the chaft unfmerehed brow 

of my tr »«^r l^the caufe Laertes 

StookesfoGiant-like? 

Gertrard, doe notfeare our perfon, 
if fiich divinity doth hedge a King? 

Sat treafon can but peepe to what it wou c, 

little of bis Gmrard. 

Why thou art thus mcens c . let mm 

SP 2^ m Where is my father > 

Kim. Dead- . 

Owe. But not by him. 

♦ Vina Let him demand bis rill- . . . 

Show came he dead ? He not bejugled with. 
TohelUllegeance, vowes to the bla<Aeft Dwell? 

Confcience and grace to the F°f°undeft pit, 

I dare damnation, to this point lftand. 

That both the worlds I give to negligence. 

Let come what comes, onely lie be reven a d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

Km- Who fhall flay you? 

Lair. My will? not all the worlds : 

And for my meanes,He husband them fo well 

i“»«!ifyol5 defire to know the certainty 
Of your deare father, is’t writ in your revenge. 

That fbop-ftake, you will draw both friend and roe? 
Winner and lofer ? 

Z-^z.Nonebiithis enemies. 

Will you know them then? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide lie ope my armes, 
And like the kinde life-rendring Pelican 
Repaft them with my blood . 

King. W hy now you Ipeake 
Like a good childe, and a true Gentleman* 

That I am euildefle of vour fathers death?, 



1 
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And am moft fenfible in griefe for it. 

It (hall as levell to your judgement pcare 

As day does to your eye. A wife within. 

Enter Ophelia . 

Laer- Let her come in. 

How now ? what noife is that ? 

O heat dry up my braines, teares (even times fait 
Burne out the fenfe and vertue of mine eye : 

By heaven thy madnefie (hall be paid with waight 
Till our fcale turne thebeame. O Rofeof May ! 

Deare maid, kind lifter , fweet Ophelia 1 
O heavens 1 is’t poffible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortall as a poore mans life 1 

Ophel. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Son?] 

And in his grave rain’d many ateare. 

Fare you well my Dove. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and didft perlwade revenge 
It could not move thus. 

Ophel. You muft fing a downe, a downe. 

And you call him a downe a. O how the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfe fteward that ftole his Matters [daughter. 

Laer. This nothing’s more than matter. 

Ophel. There’s Rofemary, that’s for remembrance, pray yon 
love remember, and there’s Pancies, that’s for thoughts.- 
Laer.h document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Oph. There’s Fennill for you, and Columbines, there’s Rew for 

you, and here’s feme for mee , wee may 'call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes,youmay weare your Rew with a difference ; there sa 
Dafie : I would give you fome Violets, but they vvitherd all when 
my father died ; they (ay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my joy. 

Thoughts and affliftions, patfion, hell it felre 
She turnes to favour and to prettinefle. 

ophel. And will a not come againe, Song. 

And will a not come agakie, 

No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed , 

He never will come againe. 

His beard wa s as white as fnow , F | axCn 



(Prince of Dcnm«tfkc. 

^rtiey ihaH heare al ^ ,l g at ^° U atl< ^ mC * 

OrcCrowne, oar life, and all that we ca‘l outs 
Toyouin fatisfa&ion ; but if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

^ l we (hall jointly labour with your foule 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be (o. 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funerall, 

No Trophey , fwor d, nor Hatchment ore hisbones, 

No noble right, nor forraall oftentation 

Cry tobe heard as ’twerefrom earth to heaven, 

That I muft call’t in queftion. 

King. So you (hall, 

And where th’offence is let the great axe fall. 

1 pray you goe with me. xeun • 

Enter Horatio and others. 

Hora. What are they that would fpeake with me ? 

Cjen. Sea-faring men fir, they fay they have Letters for you. 
Hora. Let them come in. 

1 doe not know from what part of the world 

I (hould be greeted, if not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylers. 
Say. God bleffe yon fir. 

Hora. Let himbleffe thee too. 

Say. A (hall fir an’t pleafe him. There’s a letter for you fir , it 
came from the Embaffadour that was bound for England, if yout 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Hor. Horatio ,when thon (halthave over-look’t this, givethefe 
fellowcs fome meanes to the King, they have Letters for him. Ere 
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we were two day es old at Tea , aPirat of very warlike arm*- 
ment gave us chafe.Findingour felves too flow of fade we n N 
a compelled valour ; and in the grapple I boarded them 5 - in r h 0tl 
ftant they got cleere of our (hip, fo I alone became their pr j2' 
They have dealt with me like theeves of mercy , butthevVn^’ 
what they did ; I am to do a tume for them.Let the King havet?* 
Letters I have lent, and repaire thou to me with as much fpeed / 
thou wouldft flye death. I have words to fpeake in thine eare wifi 
make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for thebordofthe 
matter, thefe good-fellowes will bring thee where I am, R 0 fe». 
cram and Guyldentteme hold their courfe for England,^ them I 
have much to tell thee. Farewell. 

So that thou knowejl thine, 
Hamlet, 

Hora, Come, I will make you way for thefe your Letters, 
And doe’t the fpeedier that you may direft me 
To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt „ 

Enter King and Laertes. 

King. Now muft your confidence my acquittance feale. 

And you muft put me in your heart for friend, 

Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer. It well appejres : but tell me 
Why you proceed not againft thefe feates ; : 

So criminall and capital! in nature. 

As by your fafety,greatneffe,wildome, all things elfe, 

You mainly were ftirr’d up. v 

King. O for two Ipeciall reafons, 

Which may to you perhaps feem much unfitinow’d. 

But yet to me tha’reftrong : the Queen his mother 
Lives almoft by his lookes,and for my felfe, * 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which, 

She is fo conclive to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre moves not but in his Sphere, 

I could not but by her : the other motive 
Why to a publike count I might not goe. 

Is the great love the generall gender beare him. 



Who 











(Prince (/Denmarke^ 

WcH * hfsCT vestoltaccs, fothat my too** 

C °"Sdv umber J for fo loved armes, 

T« P ;'fJ e revetted 10 my bow agame, 

Woo d ^lt e l have aim’d them. ^ 

^rarr-Afld f° I have a noble father loft, 

«» e ”Xtfb«“*£& d &anger, 

I lov’d your father, and we love our le , 
f har t hope will teach you to imagine. 

K 1 Enter a Melfengerwith Letters. 

^/.ThefetoyourMajefty.thisto ;«beQS** 

vJL From Hamlet ? who brought them ? / \ . 

Mejf. Sailers my Lord they fay,Ifaw them not, 0 

They were given me by Claudio, he recei 
Of him that brought them . .. g 

I fhall (firft asking you pardon) thereunto recount 

my J/^WhaT!bou meane ? are all the reft come backe? 

Or is it (ome abufe, and no fuch thing ? ; ,‘r \ 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. ’Tis Hamlets chara<fter. Naked ■ 

And in a poft-feript here he faies alone, 

Canyoudevifeme? - 
Laer. I am loft in it my Lord 
It warmes the very ficknefte in my heart, 
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King. If it be fo Laertes, 

As how fhould it be fo, how otherwife, 
yV ill you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord, fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace i 

Kmg. *o thme own peace : if he be now returned 
As liking not his voyage, and that he meanes 
No more to undertake it, I will worke him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he fhall not chufe but fall, 

And for his death no wind of blame fhall breathe, 

But even his mother (ball uncharge the pradtice. 

And call it accident. 

Laer. My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could devife it fo 
That I might be the organ. 

King Jt falls right : 

Y ou have bin talkt of iince your travell much, 

Andthatin Hamlets hearing, for a quality * 

Wherein they lay you fhine ; your lumme of parts 
Did not together pluckeliich envie from him 
As did that one, and that in my regard 
Of the unworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth,' 

Yet needfull too, for youth no leffe becomes 
The light and carelefle livery that it weares. 

Than fetled age his fables, and his weeds. 

Importing health and gravenefle : two months fince 
Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, 

I have leene my felfe,and lerv’d againft the French, 

And they can well on horfe-backe ; but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew unto his (eat. 

And to foch wondrous doing brought his horfe 
As he had bin incorp’ft and demi-natur’d 
With thebrave beaft ; lb farre he topt my thought^ 

That I in forgery of Chapes and trickes ; 

Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer . A Norman vvas’c ? 








' (prince of Denmark* 






V 



Lf* _ 0 f a il the Nation. 

^&HemUconfe(T,onof^> , 

S3exercifein yourdefence, 

kfcoetad neither motion, guard, Y 

them : fir this report of hrs 
Jfy, rr^mlet foenvenome with his envie, 

Vonr fodden commtngote to play wit y° 

Now out of this. T , p 

laer. What out of this my Lord I . ^ 

King. Laertes, was your f«he ^ 

Orare you like the painting of a fotroW, 

A face without a heart ? 

tha’utlnnk you did not love your &thetr 
But that I know love is begun by time. 

And that I fee in paflages ofproofe. 

Time qualifies the Iparke and fire of it , 

There lives within the very flame of love 
Akinde ofwieke orfnuftethat will abate it. 

And nothing is at a like goodnefie nill ; 

For poodneffe growing to a pleurifie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we would doe, 

W e fhould doe when we would : for this Would chan D es, 

And hath abatements and delayes as many 
(s s there are tongues , are hands, are accidents, 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrift figh, 

That hurts by eafing : but to the quicke of th’ulcer, 

Hamlet comes backe, what would you undertake 
, To fhew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne Mote 



i it'* 

1 J 
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More than in words? 

Laer .To cut his throat i’th Church. 

King. No place indeed fliould murder fanauarize 
Revenge (Lould'have no bounds : but good 

Will you doe this ? keep clofe'within your chamber, 
J^w/rtretum’d fhall know youarecome home, 

,W ee 11 pur on thofe fhall praile your excellence! 

And let a double varnifh on the lame 

The Frenchman gave you, bring you in fine together. 

And wager ore your heads ; he being remiffe. 

Molt generous, and free from a 11 contriving, 

Will nor perule the foiles , fo that with eafe. 

Or with a little fhuffling, you may chufe 
A lword unbated, and in a pace of practice 
Requite him for your father. 

Laer. I will doe’t; 

And for the purpole He annoint my (word % 

I bought an unaion of a Mountebanke 
So mortal!, that but dip a knife in it, 

Where it drawes blood , po Cataplalme lb rare 
Colleaedfrom all Simples that have vertue 
Under the Moone, can lave the thing from death 
That is but fcratcht withall ; He touch my point 
With this contagion, tha^ jf I gall him lleightly it may be death, 
King. Let’s further thinke of this. 

Weigh what conveiance both of time and meanes 

May fit us to our lliape ifthis Ihould faile. 

And that our drift look through our bad performance 
i were better not allay’d. Therefore this project 
Should have a backe or fecond,that might hold 
Ifthis did blaft ip ptdofe : loft, let melee, 

W ee’ll make a folemne wager on your cunnings, 

I hav’c, when in your motion you are hot and dry. 

As make your bouts more.violent to that end. 

And thathe calls for drinke, Ilehave prefer’dhim 
A Chalice for the nonce, whereon but lipping, 

, , If he by chan ce felcape your venom’d tucke, 

Our purpolemay hold there. But ftay, what noile ? 



Enter 



( 'Prince of Dcnmarkc. 

^eSZonanothersheele, 

. Uines ' 

That foevves nib car iands did Ihemake 
?ta liberall Ihepheards give a "t ers ’ ca ll the, 

Gambling to hang, an eiwioosflatver 

Whendownehetvveedytropheys ^erfeHe 
Fell in the weeping brooke , her WK ^ 

and Mermaid- like a while they bore her up. 

Which time (he chanted (hatches of old lauds, 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature nauve and lnduca 
Unto that element, but longit could I 
Till that her garments heavie with th 
Puld the poote wench from her melodious lay 

To muddy death. 

Laer - Alafle then is fhedrown d . 

L^r^omllch ofmrer haft thou poore Ofhclk, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 
It is our trickcj nature her cuftome holds, 

Let Qiame fay what it will ; when thefe are gone 
The woman willbe out. Adieu my Lord, 

1 have a (peech afire that faine would biale, _ 

But that this folly drovvnes it. Lxit. 

liina. Let’s follow (jertrard ; 

How much I had to doe to calme his rage . 

Now feare I this will give it ftart againe, 

Therefore let’s follow. Exeunt* 

Enter two Clownes. 

Clow. Is (hetobeburied in Chriftian buriall, when (he Wilful- 
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Othe T tell thee fhee is, therefore make her erave fl ra ' 0 t 
Crowner hath fateon her, and finds it Chriftianburiall 



Clow. How can that be,unlefie he drown’d her felfe in 
defence ? 



her own 



Oth. Why ’tis found Co. 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfej for here liesth 

point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly it argues an aft , and an a!5 
hath three branches, it is to a&, to doe, to performe,or all • fh 
drown’d her felfe wittingly. * aee 

Oth. Nay but heare you goodman delver. 

Clow. Give me leave, here lyes the water, good, here Hands the 
man, good, if the man goe to this water and drowne himfelfe, it is 
will he nill he ; he goes, marke you that :but if the water come to 
him and drowne him, he drownes not himielfe ; argali hee that is 
not guilty of his owne death fhortens not his owne life, 

Oth. But is this law ? 

Clow. 1 marry is’t, Crowners queft law. 

Oth . Will you ha the truth ant’t,if this had not been a Gentle* 
jvoman fhe fhould have bin buried out a Chriftian buriall. 

Clow. Why there thou faift,and the more pitty that great folke 
fhould have countenance in this world to drowne or hang them* 
felves, more than their even Chritten : Come my fpade, there is no 
ancient Gentlemen but Gardeners, Ditchers, and Grave-makers, 
they hold up Adams profeffion, 

Oth. Was he a Gentleman ? 

Clow . A was the firft that ever bore armes. 
lie put another queftion to thee , if thou anfwereft mee not to the 
purpofe, confefle thy felfe. 

Oth. Goe to. 

Clow. What is hee that builds ftronger than either the Mafon, 
the Shipwright, or the Carpenter ? 

Oth. The gallowes-maker,for that out-lives a thoufand tenants, 
rio. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallovves does well,buc 
how does it well ? it does well to thofe that do ill, now thou doelt 
ill ro fay thegallowes is built ftronger than the Church, argali the 
gallovves may doe well to thee. Totagaine,come. 

Oth. Who builds ftronger than a Mafon, a Shipwright, or a 

Carpenter ? clm 



(Prince of Denmark: 



r hw. I, tell me that and unyoke 
Oth. Marry now I can te • 

nZ'. MaHe I cannot tell. ar ^ a (p e w il 

Clow. Cudgel thy bra ^ s "^ hcn yoU a . r e askt this queftio 

hemakes iaft tillDoomelday * 

Shwhenld,dlo.ed.dlo»e, * 

Kle thought it was very fweet 

r n contradf O the time for a my behove, 

1 n me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

°meth gu aKd Horauo. 

„ m Has thU fellow no feelingof hasbuSnefle? a lings 

•ESS. vrttSSsrsSsA^ 

hath clawed me in his elute > 

And hath (Kipped me into the land, 

knave jowles it to the § rou " j' , h pate 0 f a polititian.which 
it not ? . . , T , 

S:Sc m rfaC<Lacr which could % .Good raowwmy 
Lord how doeft thou fweet Lord ? This might be my 
aone j that praifed my Lordfochaones horfc whena meant to 
beg it, might it not? 

H*. Why een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples, and knockt 

aboutthemazerwithaSextensfpade; here’sfine revolutionand 
we had the tricke to fee’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding but to play at loggit s with them ? mine ake to think on t. 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, 

for and a (hrowding (Keet, / 
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O a pit of clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

H^.There’s another, why may not that be the skull of a T » 
where be his quiddities now, his quillities, his cafes hi* r» Wwr ? 
and his tricks ? why does he fuffer this mad knave now to klT? 
him about the fconcc with a dirty fhovell, and will not tell h e 

hrs anions of battery?hum : this fellow might be in’s time a ° 



vji . LuiaicuoYvinjgntDcin stirrieap 

buyer of land , with his ftatutes , his recognilances , his fines ? 
double vouchers, his recoveries , to have his fine pate fill loffin S 
dirt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafes and don! 



bles, than the length and bredth of a paire of Indentures ? the ve! 
ry conveiances ol Jhis land will fcarcely lye in this boxe, and mnft 
th’inheritor himfelfe have no more ? ha ? 

JF. Tor a. Not a jot more my Lord. 

Ham. Is not parchment made of fheep- skins ? 

Hor. I my Lord, and of calve-skins too* 

Ham. They are fheep and calves which feekeout afliirancein 
that. Iwilllpeaketothis fellow: Whofe grave’s this firrah? 

Clow . Mine fir, or a pit of clay for to be made. 

Ham. I thinke it’s thine indeed, for thou lyeft in’t. 

Clow. You lye out on’t fir, and therefore ’tis not yours : for my 
part T doe not lye in’t, yet it is mine. 

Ham. Thou aoft lye in t,to be in’t and fay it isjthine/tis for the 
dead, not for thequicke, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. ’T is a quicke lye fir, ’twill againe from me to you. 

Ham. W hat man doeft thou digge it for ? 

Clow For no man fir.. 

Ham. Whae woman then ? 

Clow. For none neither. 

Ham. Whoisto be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule.fhee’s dead. 

Ham. How abfolute the knave is, we muft Ipeakeby the card, or 
equivocation will undo us. By the Lord Horatiothis j.yeeresl 
have took note of it, the age is grown fo picked, that the toe ofche 
pelant comes fo neere the heele of the Courtier,he galls his kibe. 
How long haft thou been a Grave-maker ? 

Clow. Of the dayes i’th yeare I came to ’t that day that our aft 
King Hamlet overcame Fortinbraffe . ^ 



|" (p r i n ce ofD enmarkei 

How f 00 te cm ttl] that ; it vwsduc 

K ffa doe not tis no great matter there. 

^TwTllnot be feen in him there^herc are meiws mai as k*. 
jjam. How came he mad ? 

C/*w.Ve ryftrangely they fay. 

rl7 Fakheenmkh lofiBg his wits. 

Ibave bin Sexton hetenun 

out water a great while, and your water is afore decayerof your 
whorfon deaa body : here’saskull now hath lyen you ithemh 

^A^whorfon mid fellows it was, whofe do you think it was ? 
H<»».Nay I know not. 

riow.h peflilence on him for a mad rogue, a pour d a f^ggon 
Rhenifh on my head once ; this lame skull fir, was fir Tortcke* 
skull the Kings Jefter. 

Ham. This ? 

CAjv. Een that. , _ . 

.Hrf.Alas poor Yoricke, 1 knew him Horatio,i fellow ol mhnite 
jeftjofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his backe a thou- 
fand times , and now how abhorred in my imagination it is ? my 
gorge riles at it. Here hung thofe lips that I have kill I know not 
how oft: where bee your jibes now, your gamboles, your fongs, 
your flalhesof merriment, that were wont to fet the table on a 

M ? 
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roare > not one now to mock your own geinnine j . 

Now gecyou to mvLad.es table, an/tell 
tnchthicto this favour Ibemuft come; mketeS PpM* 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. at that . 

Hora. What’s that my Lord ? 

^.°Een h S lthmk ***** ^ * Ihis “*« «1 art. 

W/»*m A m J r. t. _ /t *v i 



Ham. And fmelt lo ? pah. 

Hor a. Een lb my Lord. 

JW To what bafe ufes we may returne Horatio ! Whv m, 

ST 4 TC-h r oS thenoblcduft *&**' «“*438 

-^r^.’rwcre to confider too curioufly to confider fo 
Ha. No faith not a jot, but to follow him thither with mtvka 

nnTS i Alex ? nd * r teturneth to dull, the duft is earth ,of earth we 
make lome, & why of that lome whereto he was converted might 
they not flop a Beere-barrell ? 6 

Imperious Cafar dead and turn’d to clay 
Might flop a hole to keepe the wind away. 

0 that that earth which kept the world in awe, 

Mould patch a wall t’expell the waters flaw! 

But toft, but toft awhile, here comes the King, Enter King, 

1 ne Queen, the Gourtiers :who i s this they follow , Otte. Laertes 
And with fuch maimed rites ? this doth betoken, and the corfe. 
The coarfe they follow did with delperatehand 

Fordoe its owne life ; ’twas offome eflate : 

Couch we a while and marke. 

T /too* 1 /• a. 



Laer. What Ceremony elle? 

Ham. That is Laertes ,a very noble youth. 

Laer . What Ceremony elle ? 

Dott. Her obfequies have bin as far inlarg’d 
As we have warranty ; her death was doubtfull. 

And but that great command ore-fwayes the order, * 
She fliould in ground unfandlified bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet : for charitable prayers, 
Flintsand pebbles fhould be throwneon her, 
y ec hare ihe is allow’d her virgin rites , 



^ prince ofD enmarke. 

Her maiden ftrewrnenc s > an d tbe bringing home 

Of bell a n Muftcherenomorebedone? 

V^flhould profane the fervice of the dead, 

Tiling a fcquiem &nd foch reft to her 

As to peace-parted feules. 

Laer. Lay her 1 th earth* 

And from her faire and unpolluted ^ 

May violets fpring : I tell thee churhfh Prieft 
A miniftring Angel fhall my After be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham . W hat ? the faire Ofhelta . 

Ouee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell, 
l Wt thou fliouldft have bin my Hamlets wile, 

I thought thy bride-bed to have deckt fweet maid. 

And not have ftrew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O treble woe 1 , 

Fall ten times double on that curled head, 

Whofe w icked deed thy moft ingenuous feme 
Deprived thee of z hold off the earth a while* 

Till I have caught her once more in mine armes. 

Now pile your duft upon the quicke and dead, 

Till of this flat a mountaine you have made 
T’oretopold Felton t or the sky ifli head 
Ofblew Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe griefe 
Beares fuch an emphajis, whole phrafe offorrow 
Conjures the wandring ftars, and makes them ftand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ?’tis I, 

Hamlet the Dane. 



Laer- The Divell take thy fonle. 

J&w.Thoupray’ft not well; Ipretheetake thy fingers from 
For though I am not fpleenative and rafh, ( my throat, 

Yet have I in me Ibmething dangerous, 

W hich let thy wifedorae feare ; hold off thy hand. 

King. Plucke them alunder. 

Quee, Hamlet , Hamlet. 



M 2 
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\AR. ©entlemen. 

Hora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

. , Why I will fight with him upon this thcam 

Untill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne, what theame ? 

- 1 0V . >C J Ophelia, forty thoufand brothers 

Could not with all their quantity of love 
Make up my fum : What wilt thou doe for her ? 

King. O he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For love of God forbeare him. i 

Ham. Swounds fhew me what thou’t doe, 

Wook weep, woo’t fight, woo’t faft , woo’t teare thv 
W oo t drink up Efill.eat a Crocodile ? (felfe 

lie doe t : doeft thou come here to whine ? 

To out- face me with leaping in her grave ? 

Be buried quicke with her, and fo wil 1 1 j 
And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions ofacres on us, till our ground 
Cindging his pate againft the burning Zone, 

Make OJfa like a wart j nay and thou’lt mouth 
He rant as well as thou. 

S>uee. This is meere madnefle, 

And thus a while the fit will worke on him ; 

Anon as patient as a female Doe, 

When that her golden cuplets are difclos’d, 

His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heareyou fir, 

W hat is the rea fon that you ufe me thus ? 

I lov’d you well, but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dogge will have his day. Exit Hamlet 

King. 1 pray thee good Horatio wait upon him. & Horatie- 
Strengthen your patience in our laft nights fpeech, 

Wee’ll put the matter to the prefenc pufh. 

Good Gertrard fet lorne watch over your fonne, 

This Grave fhall have a living monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby fhall we fee. 

Till then in patience our proceeding be. Exeunt- 

Enter 



fff Prince of Denmarke. 

Y jr.r.Reme®'* « » ktadof I fighting 
BM - Sinn my h«t were w t , Uy 

Tta "°“ ia X morines the Bilbo’s. t*<bty> 

here’s a divinity that foapes our ends, 

Rough hew them how we will. 
flora. That is moft certame. 

Geod’c I to find out them, had my defite, 

Aroyall knavery, an exaft command, 

T arded with many feverall forts ofreafons. 

Importing Denmarke health, and Eng ans t 

With hoefoch Bugs and Goblins in my life, 

That on the fupervife, no leifure bated, 

No not to flay the grinding of the axe, 

My head fhould be ftrooke oft. 

Hora- Is’t poffible ? , . , .... 

Hrf.Here’s the Commiffion,read it at more tenure* 

But wilt thou heare now how I did proceed ? 

Hora. I befeech you. ...... „ 

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with viuames, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my braines 
They had begun the Play : I late me downe, 

Devis’d a new Commiflion, wrote it faire: 

I once did hold it, as our Statifts doe, 

A baleneffe to write faire , and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but fir now 
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It di^rne yeomans ferykej yviit rjhou inoyy 
Th effect ofyvbat J wrote? 

Hora. I good my Lord. 

Ham. An earned conjuration from the King, 

As England, was his faithful! tributary. 

As love between them like the Palme might flourifo, 

As peace fhould dill her wheatep garland yveare. 

And ftand a Comma ’tweene their amitie?. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view and knowing of thefe contents, 

W ithout debatement further more or Idle 
He fiiould thofe bearers put to fudden death. 

Not Arriving time allow’d. 

Hora. How was this feal’d ? 

Ham. Why even in that was heaven ordinant : 

I had my fathers fignet in mypurfe, 

W hich was the modell of that Danifh feale. 

Folded the writ up in the forme of th’other, 

Subforib’d it, gave’t thimpreffion, plac’d it iafely, 

T he changling never known ; now the next day 
Wasourfea-fight,and what tothiswasfequent 
Thou know’ft already. 

Hor. So CjuyldenHern and Rofencratu go to’t. 

AAr.They are not neare my conlcience,their defeat 
Does by their owne infinuationgrow ; 

’Tis dangerous when the baler nature comes 
Between thepalfe and fell incenfed points 
Of mighty oppofites. 

Hor. Why what a King is this I 

Ham. Doesit not, think you, ftandme now upon ? 

He that hath kill’d my King, and whor’d my mother, 

Popt in between th’ele&ion and my hopes, 

Throwne outhis angle for my proper life. 

And with fochcofena^e Js’tnot perfedl conference? 

Enter a Courtier. 

Cour . Your Lordfhipis right welcome backe to Denmark*. 

Ham. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Doeft know this Water-Aye? 

' tfavA 



t 



(Prince <j OentriMkfc 

No rny tocioos , ft* 'tis 4 vice to Snow 

newly come 



lowtodividelijminventonallyivvomddizzmt 

race him, his umbrage, tiotHing more. . ^ 

Cour. YourLordlhip fpeakes mott infallibly _ 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman 

iur more rawer breath? 

Hora. 1st not poflible to uhderftand in- another tongue , you 

in 11 Ant^r ftr r^allv. 
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Cour. Of Laertes ? > 

C car. I know you are not ignorant. 

Bam. I would you did fir ; yet in faith if you did itv^u 
much approve me : well fir. 1 u WOu W not 

V C°“r. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is 
~ Ham ' I dare not confefle that, left I fhould compare with w 
m excellence ; but to know a man well were to know himfelf 

Cater. I meane fir for his weapon , but in the imputation laid on 
him by them in his meed hee s unfellowed. Q ° n 

Ham. What’s his weapon? 

Cour. Rapier and dagger. 

Ham. That’s two of his weapons } but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wager’d with him fixe Barbery horfes 
againft the which he has impawn’d as I take it fix FrtwhKiakrl 
and Poniards, with their aflignes, as girdle, hanger, and fo ; three 
of the carriages in faith are very deare to fancy, very refponfiveto 
the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and of very liberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Hera. I knew you muft be edified by the margin ere you had 
done. 



Cour. The carriages fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more german to the matter ifwee 




aflignes, and three liberall conceited carriages, ... 
bet againft the Danijh, why is this all you call it? 

Cour - The King fir, hath laid fir, that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him he fhall not exceed you three hies, he hath kid 
on twelve for nine,and it would come to immediate triall,if your 
Lord (hip would vouchfafe the anfwer. 

Ham. How if I anfwer no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition ofyour perfon in trialfe 

Ham. Sir I will vvalke here in the hall, ifit pleafe his Majeflie, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foiles be brought, 
the Gentleman willing, and the King hold his purpofe, I will win 
for him and I can ; if not, I will gaine nothing but my fhameand 
the odde hits. ' Cm ' 



(prince of Dcnniurkc* 

hiam To thi^effeft fit, after what fiourifh your nature will. 
rJ T commend my duty to your Lordfbip. 

Ham. Yours does well to commend it himfelfe, there are no 

^fftrw.This Lapwing runs away with the foell on his head. 

Ham. A did fo fit with his duege before a fuckt it ; t hus has he 
o, ma nv more of the fame breed that I know, the droffie age dotes 
on onely got the tune ofthe time, and out of an habit of mcoun- 
trr akindeofmifly colledKon , which carries them through and 
through the moft profane and trennowned opinions ; and doe but 
blow them to their triall, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord- My Lord, his Majeftie commended him to you by young 
Olfricke, who brings back to him that you attend him in the halJ, 
he fends to know ifyourpleafureholdtoplay withZ*fr/f.r,orthat 
youwilltake longer time? 

Ham- Iamconftanttomy purpofes, they follow the Kings 
pleaiure ; if his fitnefle fpeaks, mine is ready, now or whenfbever, 
provided I be fo able as now. 

Lord. The King and Queen and all are comming downe. 

Ham. In happy time. 

Lord. T he Queen defires you to ufe feme gentle entertainment 
to Laertes before you goe to play. 

Ham . She well inftrudts me. 

Hor, You will lofe my Lord, 

Ham. I doe not thinke fo,fince he went into France I have bin 
in continuall pradiice ; I fhall win at the oddes t’thou wouldft not 
think how ill all’s here about my heait, but ids no matter* 

Hor a. Nay good my Lord; 

Ham- It is but foolery, but it is fuch a kind ofgame-giving as 
would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hora. If your mind diflike any thing obey it, Ifhallforeftall 
their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit. 

- ^ Not a w fi* t,we defie Augury, there is a fpeciall providence 
in the fall of a Sparrow : if it be, ’tis not to come, if it bee not to 

fOfVlP. if vim 11 Ua K/\nf ma. • . 'll * j - 

/et it will come, the readi- 
leaves knowes what is’t to 
N l<*avp 
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come, it will be now, ifit be not now, yet it will 
neffeisall, fincenoman of ought he leaves kn 
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leavebetimes, let be. 



A table prepared, Drums,, Trumpets* and Officers *MS ru fU • 

IO»g^een^ndallthejkateefot 'Maggtr^andLamlT' 
Kwjr.s* ome Hamlet, coraciandtake this hand from mo. * 
Ham. ©ive me your pardon fir, I have done youwron*, 

But patdon’c as you are a Gentleman s this prefeneeknowes 
Ana you mutt needs have heard how lam punittst 
With a Tore diftradlion; what I have done 



That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaime was madneffe. 
Was’t Hamlet wrong’d Laertes ? never Hamlet ; 
If Hamlet from himfelfe betaneaway. 

And when hee’s not himfelfe does wrong Laertes , 
Then Hamlet does.it not, Hamlet denies it : 
Who does it then ? hi&madneffe sift befb, 



Hamlet is of the fadlion that is wronged, 

His madneffe is poore Hamlets enemy t 
Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d: evil! 

Free mefb farre in. your moft generous thoughts. 
That I have fbot my arrow ore the houfe. 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. Iamfatisfied in nature. 



To my revenge, but in my tearmes of honour 
I (land aloofe,and will no reconcilement. 

Till by fbme elder Matters of knowne honour 
I have a. voice andprefident of peace 
To my name ungor’d : but all that time 
I doe receive your offered lovelike love, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ha .\ embrace it fre.ely,and wili this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giveusthefoiles. . 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham, lie be your foile Laertes ,in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a. ftarre i’cb darkeft night 
Scicke fiery off indeed. 

Laer. Youmocke tpefir. 



(prince of D enmarke* 

Of0<xrJ£ 

You know the wager. . 

yo^Grale'has^aidX oddes akhweakerfide. 

Y 76 w. i doe notfeare it, 1 havefeen youboth, 
nut fince he is better we have therefore oddes. 

B laer - This is too heavie, let twe fee another. 

.This likes me wel,thefefoils have all a length 

0/}r. I my good Lord* 

Set me the ftoops ofwine upon the table ; 

]{ Hamlet give the firftorlecondhit. 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange, 
let all the battlements their Ordnance fire ; 

The King fhall drink to Hamlets better breath. 

And in the cup an Onyx fhall he throw 
Richer than that which fbure fuceefliye Kings 
In Denmarks Crown have worn. Give methe cUpS, 

And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake. 

The Trumpet to the Canoncer without. 

The Cannons to the heavens, the heavens to earth* 

Now theKiugdtinkeS'to Hamlet •• come begin, 

And you the Judges beare awarie eye, tht wile* 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Ham. One. 

Laer. No. 

Ham. Judgement. 

Ofir. A hir,a very palbable hit. Drum, Trumpets, and foot, 

Laer. W ell, againe. Flour iff} ., aPeece goes off. , 

King. Stay, give me drinkc, Hamlet this ptxdt is thine, 

Here’s to thy health : give him the cnp. 

Ham. lie play this boat firft, fet it by a while* 

Come, another hit, what fay yon ? 

Laer. I doe confeft. 1 

King . Our fonne fhall win- : - : : ! 

Quee. Hee’s fat and leant of breath. 

Here Him/#,, take* ay napkin, wipe thy browes ; 
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The Queen carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet, 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Cjertrard doe not drinke. 

Quee. I will my Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. Tt is the poyfoned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by.’ 

Slue;. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer. My Lord lie hit him now. 

King. I aoe not think’t. 

Laer. And yet ic is aimoft againft my confidence. 

Ham. Comer for the third Laertes, yon doe but dally, 

I pray you parte with your beft violence, 

I am fur e you make a wanton of me. 

Laer. Say you fo come on. 

OFlr. Nothing neither ways. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

King.Vzct them, they are incens’t. 1 
Ham. Nay come againe. 

Oflr. Looke to the Queen there ho, 

Hora. They bleed on both fides, how is't my Lord ? 

Ofir. How is’t Laertes 1 

Lae.W hy as a woodcock to mine own fprindge Ofirickf] 
l am juftly kill’d with mine owne treachery. 

Ham. How does the Queene ? 

King. Shefwounes to feethembleed. 

Que .No,no,thedrink,the drink, O my deare Hamlets 
The drinke, the drinke, I am poyfoned. 

Ham O villaine ! ho let the doore be Iockt, 

Treachery, feeke it out. 

Laer. It is here Hamlet ; thou art flainej 
No medicine in the world can doe thee good. 

In thee there is not halfean houres life. 

The treacherous inftrument is in thy hand. 

Unbated and envenom’d, the foule pra&ice 
Hath turn’d it felfe on me ; lo here I lye 
Never to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfbn’d, 

I am no more, the King, the King’s to blame; 

Ha. The point envenom’d too, then venom to thy work. _ 

* ’ jfn 






(Prince of Detutterkc. 

' jH,rt n^TdStndme friends,Iambut hurt. 1 
2/ r e thou incertiious damned Dane, 

vhinet foreiveneffe with me noble Hamlets ^ 
Minean § dmyithers deathcome not upon thee, ; 

N0 £ e H°e n av m en make thee free of it, I follow the 2 : 
undid Horatio , wretched [^en adieu. 

You that looke pale and tremble at dus chance, 

Thatarebut mutes or audience to this a*. 

Had I but time (as this fell Sc J8 e ^ nt 
Is ftria in his arreft) O I c0U ] d “L 1 ¥ 0 » 

But let it be: Horatio I am dead, . 

Thou liveft, report me and my caufe aright 
Totheunfatisfied. 

Hora. Never beleeve it, 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane, 

Here’s yet feme liquor left* 

Ham. As th’art a man . . 

Give me the cup, let goe,by heaven He hav t : 

O God Horatio what a wounded name. 5 

Things ftanding thus unknown, fhall I leave behind a. 

If thou didft ever hold me in thy heart 

Abfent thee from felicity a while, ... . , 

And in this harfh world draw thy breath in paine a* mar eh 

To tell my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre off . 

Enter Ofricke. 

Ofr. Young Fortinbrajfe withconqueft come from Poland 
Th’Embafladors of England gives this warlike volly. 

Ham. O I dye Horatio , 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes my fpirit ; 

I cannot live to heare the newes from England ) 

But I doe prophefie the ele&ion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe ; he has my dying voice. 

So tell him, with th’occurrents more and lefle 
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Which have folicited : the reft in filence. 

Hora Nowcracks a hbble heart, goodnight fweet 
And flight of Angels fitrg thee to thy feft. (Prince, 
Why does the drum comfe hither ? 

Enter F ortinbrajfe, with the Embajpadi/rt. 
Fort. Where is this ftght ? 

Hor. What is ft you wonfld'fee? 

If ought ofwoe or wonder, ceafeyburfesrch? 

.For. This quarry cryes on havock : O proud death, 
What feaft is toward rhthiftte infernallCell, 

That thoufo many Prince's at aihot 
So bloudily haft ftrebke? 

Embaf. The light is difittkfl, 

And our affaires from England come too fate. 

The eares are fenfelefle that fhbtfld gives ns hearing. 
To tel! him his commandement isTuffiil’d, 

That %ofe»crAus and Guyldenflem are dead, 

W here fhould we have our thanks ? 

Hor. Not from his mouth. 

Had it th’ability of life to tharike you ; 

He never gave commandement for their death. 

But finceiojumpe upon this bloody queftion 
You from the Pollack Wats, and you from England 
Are here arrived , give order that thefe bodies 
High on a ftagebe placed tOthe view, 

And let me fpeake to’th yet unknowing World 
How thefe things came about ; fb fhall you heare 
O'fcruelljbloody, and unnaturall acts, 

Ofaeddentall judgements, cafaall {laughters, 

0 f deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe, 
Andin this'tffflhbripurpofes miftooke, 

Paine on thedfrventors headsrall this can I 
Truely deliver. 

Fort. Let us hafteto heate it. 

And call the nobleft to the audience : 

For me, with lorrow 1 embrace my fortune, 

1 have feme rights of memory in this kingdome. 
Which now to claimenty Vantage doth invite me. 



(Prince of Denmark^ 

g£iSSS5SKui~"~“*” 

E o ; p , otsa nderto«h>Ppen 

Souldier totheflage, 

rnofick and the nght of watte 
a fight as this 

BecLcsthe field, but here ntewesn»cham,fe 

fioebid the Souldiers fhoot. ****** 
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